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My friend Mr. Des Vobux »rote in June 1832 
to me: ,J have completed my alterations ofTasso, 
making it more Engli^h, — and very little \e£s U- 
teral. I »111 send it to you, if you likc to have it. 
Perhaps you niight tbink it »eil to have it printed 
at Weimar — under your superintendence if you 
please." According to bis wish the piinting was 
not only begun but finished , with tbe exception of 
the dedicatioD. I »rote to bim about it and recei- 
vcd no reply. — I »rote again, — tbe answer 
was the ne»B of his death. 

Ottitie von Goethe, 
geb. von Pogwlsch. 

C 
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INTRODÜCTION. 



No Apology seems to be necessary for attempting 
to introduce into the Gnglish language a Poem so 
aoiversally admircd in the original as the " Tobqdato 
Tasso" of Goethe. Those who are acquainted with 
Germaa literature know how to appreciate it: those 
who ape Dot, mast neither expect to meet in it the 
terrific nor the mairellous. The story is remar- 
baUe for its simpHcity, and seems merely to hare 
been ased as a vehicie for the expression of certaia 
feeUngs and sentiiaents. The ddineatlon of Tass« 
in the drama is a portrait, of which the sketch and 
the celouring appear equally familiär to every one 
conversant with his historic character. It seems im- 
possible to have painted him otherwise than as he 
is there depicted. A Uttle reflection, howe^ec«. will 
convince ns that it required the brilliant ima^oation 
and acute sensibility of Goethe to conceire and por- 
tray so saccessfuUy the Imagination and sensibility 
of Tasso. In short, it ivas impossible that the high- 
nrought irritability of temperament , and the bound- 
less ränge of fancy which are äo characteristic of 
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Vill INTRODÜCTION. 

the Itatian poet, could have been c(iaiprehended and 
embodied by one, who was not himself a poet, Uable 
to similar sensations, and gifted with similar powers. 

In the character of Leonora d'Este, Goethe has 
given US an exquisite description of her sex : he has 
explored the recesses of the female heart; and the 
undivided admiration of his countrywomen has rewar- 
ded his masterly conceplion of those exalted attribu- 
tes and feelings, Crom whose union he has dednced so 
pure a Standard of womanly perfectlon. 

The minor Poems, which form a part of this col- 
lection, are derived, as it will be seen, from a va- 
riety of sources. [t was intended, in the seleclion 
t>f them, to give a specimen of that simplicity and 
feeling, which may be considered peculiarly charsc- 
teristic of German poetry. 
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DRAMATIS PERSONAE. 



ALPHONSO IL DL'KB OP PBRRABA. 

LBONOKA d'bstb, THE DUKE*» SISTBR. 

LEONORA SANVITALB, C0VNTE8S OF SCARDIAfrO. 

TORQUATO TASSO. 

A9ITOXI0 HONTECATINO, 8BCKBTARY OF 8TATB. 



The Stene i» at Helriguarde, a Cmmlrg-bomt bdimging to tkt 
Ihike ef Ferrara. 
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TORQUATO TASSO: 



ACT I. 

S G E N E L 

j4 Garden Terrace, lotth SttUue» of ihe Epic Poeta. 
In front of the Scene; «i tke righty Virsil; on 
ihe lefif Ariosto. 

PRINCBSS, LEONOBA. 
PBINCESS. 
Thou look'st in smiles opon uie, LeODora, 
Then gazing on thyself thoa smil'st «gain ; 
IVliat wfaim poggesses thee? acquaint üiy inend; 
Thou seemest tbooghtfnl, yet thoa seemest gay. 
l 
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X TQRItVATO TABBO. Aox I 

LBOHOBA. 
Yes, 'tis with pleasure, priocess, I behold 
Both of 119 bere thoa mrally, attir'd; 
We iQok like simple, bappy shepherdeases; 
And like the bappy, too, are we employd. 
We are entmning garlands, This, of flow'rs, 
Swells ever more uid more beneath tay band; 
Wbitst thou with loftier mind , aad nobler beart. 
Hast chosen tbee die pliant, |;racefiil laoreL 

PKINCBBS. 

Hie twigs, eoworen tbns in tboogbtfnl mood, 
Hare qnickly met witb temples worthj' of tbem, — • 
I place th'em ihankfully on Virgil'a brow. 

{Sht ptO* her garlmd wn firgiTt, iMm.) 

XBONOBA. 
And I my füll and joyons wrcath thoa press 

(She put« A«r gariand im Jrioato't tlafHc) 

On Lndovic's exalted front; for he 

Whose wit ne'er faded may with justice dum 

An early portion from the youthfut spring. 
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ScEIfEl. A DRAHA. 

PRINCB88. 
My brother ahows hi<9 conrtesy — so soon 
To let US rerel in the coontry air: 
We can be all our own; and many an hour 
Live dreaming in ihe poet's golden age. 
I love sweet Belrignardo ; here l've liv'd 
Fall many a joyons day of early yonth; 
And this fresh green, and this reriving gun, 
Recall to me the feeling of that time. 

L B o IT B A. 

A new-created world encirclee na! 
These beanteoqs eyergreens already yield 
A gratefnl shade. Agiün the fountün's munnnr 
EnliTem us unceasing , ' while the twigs 
Rock themselres waving m the mornmg wind. 
And, from those beds, the flow'rets gaze apon us 
With their sweet Infant eyes of friendliness. 
The gard'ner in fuU confidence unroofs 
His orange and hi» citron-houses now; 
The heav'n above ns sleeps in blue repose. 
And, on Ih'horizon, die far mount^'s snow 
Li thin and viewless vapour melts away. 
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TOR<tUATO TASSO. 



FBINCBSS. 



How welcome wonldst thon be to me, O epiiDg, 
Didst thou not thns allure my friend away. 



LBONOBA. 



Frincess, remind me not io these bright hours 
How Eoon I mnst be sever'tV from thy side. 



TRINCBSS. 

In yonder spaciona city thou wilt find 
IVhat thou art leaving here redoubied ofL 

LBONOBA. 

The calls of love and duty snmmon me 

To greet a spouse who long hath mourn'd my absence; 

I bring to him bis son, who hath this y&a 

So grown in stature and accomplishment. 

And bis fond fatherly delight I share. 

Vast Florence is, and gorgeons; yet the worth 

Of all its rare accnmulated treasares 

Cannot in value reach Ferrara's gems. 
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That towD the people to a town have rais'd, 
White , through its prioces , ia Fenara great. 

FBINCB88. 

Radier thro' worthy men, wbom chance United, 
And who in happy onion tfince have dwelL 

LBONOBA. 
W'hat chance coUects it scatters Hghtly forth: 
The man of noble miml attracts the Üke, 
And, just as ye do, knows to hohl him fast; 
Around thy brother and round thee entwine 
Themselves the spirits, worthy of you both, 
As ye are worthy of your ancestry. 
Twas here illum'd itüelf the füll, fair light 
Of knowledge, and of free unshackied thought, 
TVhile barbarism, with its dini twilight, sdll 
Cönceal'd the world around. For me, a child, 
Resounded Hercules of Este's name, 
And Hippolit of Este's iiird mine ear. 
My Father oft' would sound Ferrara's prai^e 
With that of Borne and Flotence, tili iny heart 
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6 TORQUATO TABSO. Act 1 

Yesra'd io be there; — a wish at length fulfiUed. 

Here Petrarch's mise was foster'd and rerer'd, 

And here hU modeis Ariobto fonnd. 

Nor Dumbers Italy a mighty name, 

Whom ihis proud house ba(h not receiv'd a«i guest. 

Gemus reqniteüi hospitality, 

FoT when ihon givetit it the stranger's gift, 

It leaves a much more beauteous one behind. 

The spot is hallow'd where the good man dwelU; 

ThoDgh centaries have laps'd, hta words and deeds 

For hia remotest ofFspring still resonnd ! 

PRIHCBSS. 

Yes, for his ofFspring when they feel as thou. 
This happiness I oft have envied thee. 



That thou enjoy'st, as few can do beädes, 

All still and pure. Thou^ my füll heart impels 

Qnickly to utler what I warmly feel, 

Thou feel'st it better, deeper, and art mute. 

A moment's brilliance cannot dazzle Ihee; 
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ScEiml. A DRAMA. 7 

Wit can not bribe thy jadgment; and in vün 
Begviling flaU'iy &wiu apon tbiae ear; 
Finn is thy mmd; thy tasfe correct; and Bore 
Thy jndgment; g;Teat, m great tbinga, b tb^ part, 
For what is great tboa knowest as thyaelf. 

PBIHCB8S. 

Tbon should'st not to o'erweening flatt'rj lend 
Attractive friendsbip's coniidential garb. 

LBONOBA. 
Friendsbip in erer jost; 'üs she alone 
Can recognize tbe whole extent oft worth : 
And let occasion, if Ihon wilt, and cbance, 
Tbeir sbare of tlüs thy cultivation claim, 
Tbon bast it gtUl, and hast it andenied — 
Tbe World rereres tby sister and thyself 
Bebend each noble ]adj of yonr time. 

PBINCBSS. 

Tbat touches me bot ^gbtlj, Leonora, 
Wben I bethiidt myself how small one is, 
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8 TORQUATO TA8B0. Act ] 

And that ve ove to others what we are: 

For knowledge of the ancient tongues, and all 

Antiqaity halh left, 1 thank my mother: 

In 'wistlom and in sound unbiass'd judgment 

No daaghter she hath left will eqaal her; 

But shonld there one of Ihem with her compare, 

It ia Lucretia's nndispnted right. 

I can assure thee, too, I never ralued 

As rank and property what nalnre's law 

Ot forlnne's wild caprice alloUed me. 

1 am rejoic'd, when men of talent speak, 

Hut I can nnderstand thör drift and meaning; 

Be it a judgment on a man of times 

Gone by, and on the merit of lüs deeds, 

Or on some branch of knowledge a discoorse, 

Which, when more widely by experience spread, 

Is advantageoos , as it raises man: 

IVhere conTersation with the noble leads 

I gladly follow, for I foUow fre& 

I gladly hear the conflict of the wiae, 

When round the secret force, that gtirs in man 

The Taried sympathies of love and fear, 
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The gracefiil lip of eloqaence is pla^g: 
I gladly hear, when glory's princely lust. 
And when acijuiremenU, far extended, fonn 
The Speaker'^ theme; and vhen the dext'roos art 
Of master-spirits skilfuU^ unraTelfd, 
Instead of overreaching os , instructs. 

LBONOKA. 

And when ÜiU serious conTersation's o'er, 
Our listening ear and inmost spirit rest, 
With rapture on the poet's goldea rhymes, 
Who pours his last and loveliest sentiments 
lipon onr äpell-bound sonU in tones divine. 
Thy loft^ spirit a wide raalin pervades — 
I roam by preference the bounded isle 
Of poesy, and haunt its Urarel groves. 

PBINCB8 8. 

In this fair hind of poesy, they eay, 
The myrtle easily oütstrips in growlh 
All other trees. And though the muses are 
Manj in number, yct among their train 
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10 TORQUATO TA880. Acrl 

We seek more rarely for a friend or playmate, 

Than for the poet with bis mzard art, 

IVho seems to shnn ns, yea, and e'en to fly, 

Searching for what is all unknown to us, 

Perchance unknown unto his very »elf! 

T were well if we should meet in happ^ hour^ 

And he should recognise, with ecstacy, 

In na that holy treasnre he had sought 

Thro' the world's wide expanse and sought in vain. 

L B O ET O B A. 

Tis well! I miist e'en 'let thee hare Ihy jest; 

lls trne it reach'd me, but it Struck not deep. 

I honor men according to desert, 

To Tasso's merit 1 am only jnst: 

His eye scarce dwells lipon this earthly scene; 

His ear imbibes all nature's harinony; 

What histry reaches, and wbat life presents, 

His breast in pleas'd alacrity absorbs. 

What'ä widely scatter'd forth his mind coUecls, 

And his deep feelings lend the lifeless Hfe: 

That which seems base to us, he oft ennobleth, 
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ScbneI. A DRAHA. 11 

And brandj with vilenesa things eäteein'd before. 

In his own self-form'd magic circle roams 

This Strange and wondrous man, and Iure» os too 

To wander with him, and take part in all: 

He seems to near un, yet rentains afar; 

His lookä are bent on un, while hapl^' glares 

On him some niigtity spirit's answering gaze. 

FBinCBSS. 

Thon hast a poet üketch'd , refin d , and mild , 
One who in realins oF sweetest dreams doth float; 
Yet bim, it geems, reality halh charms 
To powerfnily allure and fast retain. 
The beauteoua sonneta we are wont to find 
lipon onr trees appended here and there, 
Which, like the golden applea, fragrant form 
A new Hesperia — can'st thon not them all 
For fairest fnüts of tnie lore recogniseP 

LBONOBA. 

In ihese sweet lines 1 also find a charm: 
With genins versatUe he celebrates 
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12 TORltDATO TASSO. 

One only image in his evety rhyme. 
Now in bright glory to th« starry heav'n 
He doth nplift il, and in rev'rence bends 
Before its form, as uigels o'er the-clouds: 
Then glides he softly Ihroogh the sUent pLain, 
And in one garland er'ry flow'r entwines. 
And if hia lov'd one roama, he sanctifiea 
The path her beauteous foot hath lightly trod. 
In bashes, like the nightingale, conceal'd 
From ont his love-sick breast he loadly fills 
IVith saddest notes of woe ihe grore and air: 
His pleasing grief and soul's deep sadiiess Iure 
Each ear, and ev'ry feeling bosom must — 

PBINCB88. 
And when the object of his love he namea, 
Tis Leonora that his Ups pronoonce! 

LBONOBA. 
A name — that fils thee too, as well as me; 
And were it not so, I should take it iU. 
It doth rejoice me that his love for the« 
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SceheU. a draha. 13 

He thaa in double meaiüngg can conceal. 

Content am I, if he bnt thinks on me 

In the enchanting sound of this dear name. 

Tis not a queätion here of frenzied love, 

That seeks excinse mastery of its object, 

Ay! to be Lord and paramount! and guard 

From evry hnman eye its treasnr'd image. 

In hallow'd meditation when he dwells 

On thy perfections, may he too on my 

More trifling being cast one joyons look. 

He loves not oü: my honest words forgive!. 

Hin dreams of love, deriv'd from many a sphere, 

Are centred in one name — the name we bear; 

And forc'd to share im feelings, we appear 

Touch'd by a human passion, white like him 

We only love Love's purest attributes. 

FBinCESS. 

Thon hast become mach deeper, Leonora, 
In knowledge of this sort; yet for the (hings 
Thoa teilest me, they do bat reach mine ear, 
And on my sool scarce leave the sligtest trace. 
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14 TUBQCATO TASSO. Acr I. 

I.BONOBA. 

Thou Plato's Scholar! and not comprehenJ 

VihAt e'en a novice dares to babble forth? 

Tis possible I have deceiv'd myseir; 

And yef, methioks, I do not wholly err. 

Love doeä not ghew itself in thi» bright school, 

As in the olden time, a petted child: 

It is (he youth that woo'd fwr Psjche's charms. 

And boasts in the great Council oF the gods 

A seat and voice. He raves not here and there 

From breast (o breast iu wild frivolity: 

He dodi not bind himself to beanty fast 

In quick and wanton error , and atone 

A hasty trance with anguish and disgust. 

PBIN0BS8. 

There comes my brother; let ns not befray 

The conrse in which our converse hath been flowing, 

Or -we shall have his raillery to bear; 

As for his wit our robea have fumish'd sport. 
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S C E N E U. 

BNTBR AI.PHONBO. 
ALPHONSO. 
I have been seeking Tasso; bot in vain, — 
And feel new disappoinlment not to find 
Hirn here with yoo. Know ye no tidiogs of him P 



I saw him for a moment yesterday; — 
To-day he halh not chosen to approach ns. 

ALPHONSO. 

It is an ancient fault of his to dwell 

In solhade and shnn society. 

I can forgive him, vhea he flies in scorn 

The motley million of mankind, preferring 

Voiceless communion with his secret soul. 

Yet caa I not commend him, that he shnns 

The circle which lüs wärmest fnends compose. 
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16 TORQUATO TABSO. Act 1. 

LBONOBA. 

An I mistake uie not, so wilt Ihou, priace, , 

Ere long transforra thy blame to commendation. 

To da^ I saw him from afar; he held 

A book and tablet — «rote — and walVd -^ and wrote : 

A passing wonl he uttered yeslerday 

Announced, methonght, lUs work's accomplishment. 

He doth bnt strive to add some elight improvement, 

That he may tender back a meet oblation 

Unto the hand that showers eo mach on him. 

ALPaonso. 

And when he brings it, M'elcome shall he be, 
And shall be pardonM for his tardJness, 
So warm a part in his vast tod 1 take, 
So much, in maay a shape, his mi^ty woik 
Both does and most rt^joice me, and so mach 
Mj check'd impatience multiplies at last. 
He can nor eud, nor meet conclnsion find; 
He chaoges alwaya , and advances eIow, 
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ScEWE IL A DRAMA. 17 

And still looks back, and keeps not pace «ith hope: 

Unwiilingjy we see a joy postpon'd 

Wbicb we had dreamed so near its sweet fulfllment. 

PBINCBSS. 

Mach I commend the modesty and care 
Of his progressive task. The Miise*s favour 
Alone unites into one perfect whole 
A multitude of versea ; and his spiiit 
Glows with the hope that hia digressive laya 
May blend in glorions nnity. He scoms 
The Tagne accuraulaüon of-mere iales 
That fasdnate, bot fade away at last 
Indefimte as words of emptiest sound. 
Molest hitn not, my brother; 'tis not time 
Shonid mete the progress of a noble work: 
The poet*s Century must forget itself, 
To let Bocceeding ages share its triwnpb. 

ALPUONSO. 

Let OS, lov'd äster, in close concert work; 
As for oar matual good we oft have done! 
2 
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18 T0R<11TAT0 TJISSO. Act 1. 

Thy soothing^ shall atone for my impatience; 

Art thoD too gentle, I will spar him on. 

We äien shall see him at the goal, perhaps, 

Which we so long have wish'd that he should reach: 

Then shall hb father-Iand, and theii the world 

In adnüration pooder o'er his work. 

I too will claim my share of his renown, 

And he will make his entr^ into life. 

The gifted man linds in no narrow circle 

His modeL Tis his conntry and die woild 

Must work on him ; and teach lüm to endure 

Th' extremes of praise and blame. He is compell'd 

Rightly to know himüelf and others too. 

No more will solitude in flatt'ry rock him; 

Now will not foes, nor dare hb friends be lenient. 

Boldly the jouth makes trial of his strength, 

Peels what he is, and feels himself a man. 

LBOnOBA. 

So wilt thou still, my lord, do all for him; 
As thoa hast been his patron hitherto. 
A talent doth in stiUness form itself — 
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ScENE II. A. DRAMA. 19 

A character on life'a onqaiet stream. 

Oh ! may his feelings , as hU poet skill 

Be on th^ doctrine fonn'd ! Oh ! may he shan 

Mankind no longer; and maj his suspiciona 

Be not Iransform'd at last to Fear and hatred! 

ALPHONSO. 

Mankind fear they, who do not know mankind; 
He who avoids them will too soon mistake them. 
Tbat case b his; and thns will, hy and by, 
His freebom spirit be restrain'd and curb'd. 
How ort' doth he abont my favour take 
More thoDgbt than is beseeming, and display 
Mistnist for many, who, 1 know it wdl, 
Are not his foes. Perdiance his lettem fail; 
Perchance his serrant seeks some other lord; 
Cr that he misses papers from his desk: 
There qoick he sees design and treachery, 
And malice, ondermining all his fate. 

FRINCEBS. 

And yet, my brother , we must ne'er forget 
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Jff TORQUATO TA890. Act I. 

That from himself & man can never flee. 
And if a friend , who haply wanders with ns , 
Shonld woond his foot, we walk on lingeringly, 
Extending to his aid onr willing hand 
In bind support. 

ALPHONSO. 

And yet 'twere betier, far, 
If his complaint were capable of eure, 
To seeL from skilful leech a remedy, 
And with thc heal'd one then, in joyons mood, 
Tread hfe's invigorated path anew. 
And yet 1 hope that 1, fair dames, shall ne'er 
Be burden'd with the rongh physician's guilt: 
I do tay utmost to sustain his sonl 
In firm and confident security. 
How oft in crowded presence have I giv'n him 
Undoubted prooFs of favour. If he urges 
A suit, it is investigated straight; 
Twas thns I did when recently he thought 
His Chamber forc'd. As nought was then reveal'd, 
I show'd tum calmly how I view'd the thing. 
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As all must be employ'd , od Tasso I 

Employ my patience, ance he merifs it; 

And je, I know,' most witlingly assist. 

But 'tis eaough. I have conducted yoa 

To thiä fair landscape, and at eve retum. 

¥e will for one brief moment see Antonio; 

He Cornea from Rome, and takes me np. Vfe both 

Have work for Speech and action. Our resolves 

Must be confinn'd, and letters straight despatch'd — 

All which necessitatea my qnick retum. 

PBinCBSS.. 

Dost Ihou allow US to go back with thee ? 

ALP HON so. 

Remain ye here at Belrigaardo — go 

Together to Gonsandoli — enjoy 

These beauteous days with unimpair d delight. 



Canst thon not stay with na? and thy affairs 
Arrange aa well when here as at the palace? 
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TORQUATO TA680. 



LEOKOH A. 



Tak'st fhou Antomo in such haste away, 

Who hath so many tbings from Rome io teil 113 ? 

ALPHONSO. 

It mnst be so, ye cUldren; yet 1 will 
Retnm with him , as soon as possible ; 
Theo ehall he aU recount; aiul ye shall aid 
Me in commending him, who hath so much 
For my good service toil'd himself anew. 
And when we hare unbnrden'd all our thooghti), 
Then may the crowd advance, and «portive play 
In ttaese our royal gardens , that , as is 
But fair, some beauty in the verdant shade 
Maj, when I seek her, gladly meet m^ steps. 

LEONOBA. 
We will discreetl^ through onr ßngers look. 

ALPHONSO. 
In that, ye know, 1 too have room to spare. 
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(_Tanud ta Hu Segne.) 

Already Tasso I behold afar; 

With measnr'd step he comes; and now and theo 

Stands still awhile, as nndedtled; then 

More hasiily retires from us, and keeps 

Aloof. 

ALPHOITSO. 

IVhene'er he is immers'd in thoug^ht 
And poesy, disturb not his fair vision, 
But let him wander in his dreamy mood. 

LBONOBA. 
He sees ns nöw, and hitherwards he comes. 



S C E N G 111. 

BNTEB TAB80. 
T A S S O. 

Slowly I come to tender thee my work, 
And Unger yet before I g;iTe it thee. 
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I know 60 vell it is imperfect still, 

E'eo fhoagh perhaps it ma^ appear conclnded. 

But viere I apprehensive of presenting 

It incomplete to thee, there Ihen wonld reign 

A newer Eoarce of grief; for might I not 

Too timorous — might I not e'en thankless seem ? 

A man can only say, lo ! here am I — 

That friends may spare him and enjoy themselTes, 

So I can onl^ say to thee : — Receiye ! 

ALPHONSO. 

Thou dost snrprise me with thy welcome gift, 
And mak'ät this beanteoua day a fe^tival. 
So theo at iength I hold it in mine hand, 
' And deem it in a cerlain sense mine own ! 
Long have I wishM thou might'st content thyself, 
And say conclusirely, — it iü achieved ! 



IF ye are bat content , it is complete ; 
To yon it doth in ev'ry sense belong. 
If 1 bat thonght upon the pains IVe ns'd, 
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Did I bat look to what m; pen hath trac'd, 

1 might with justice sa^ this work is mine: 

But if I look more near; whale'er it boasts 

Of inward worth and high-bom dignity, 

I know it well , is all deriv*d from thee. 

When Naiure shower'd on me ihe gift of song 

In rieh caprice with such a bounteous hand, 

Remorseless Fortune, with infuiiate force, 

Did thrust me from her sunny side away: 

And thongh the beauteous world's abunilance iur'd 

The yonth's bright gaze in glorious splendour on , 

Yet soon his heart was achlng for the pangs 

Uiunerited of lov*d and loving parents. 

Aud if tüs lip unclosed itself to sing, 

From it there flow'd a sadand wofui lay; — 

And I accompanied , in softest tones , 

A father's sorrow aad a mother's woe! 

T was thou alone , who from a bounded life 

To liberty's fair heigbt didst raise me! — thou 

BemoTed'st from lay brow each wasting sorrow, 

And gav'sl me freedom, that mj flame-wing'd soul 

Might be nnfolded in ennobliog song: 
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And now whatever praise my work receires, 
Tis yoa I thank , to you it doth belong. 

ALPHON so. 
A second time thon meritest all praise , 
And in thy meek becoming modejjty 
Dost equal honor (o thyself and us. 

T A B s o. 
O coald 1 say how joyous is my heart , 
That all I give I owe to you alone! 
Conld he the deedless yonth from out lümself 
Eztract die poesy? did he contiive 
The perfect guidance of the raging fight? 
The skill in anns, which ev'ry hero prores 
At hts appointed time in vigour buld, 
The generalis art, the valour of the knight, 
How craft and vrgilance in conflict strove: 
Hast thon not, mse and valiant prince, infuä'd 
All this, and more, in me; as thongh thou wert 
My Genins , glorying to reveal throngh me , — 
A lowly denizen of earth , — thine own 
Immortal essoice, unattunablei' 
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FBinCBSS. 
Enio^ the woik which so rejoices ns \ 

ALPBONS O. 

Rejoice thyself in eacb good man's applauset 

LBONOBA. 

Enjoy Üie meed of nnconfm'd renown! 



To me this rery moment is enongh; 

I oniy thonght od yon when I compoij'd, 

Tu please yOD was mj labonr's dearest aim, 

The prondest object of my anxious homage, 

IVho sees not in his friends the world entire, 

Deservea not that the world takes note of him. 

Here ia my father-Iand, the circle here, 

In which my soni most fondly loves to dwell. 

He do I hearken and obserre each look. 

Here speak, conjoin*d, experience, knowledge, taste! 
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Hie World aoil sfltir-world before me stand, 
The many make the poet shy and coy; 
"Hs only thuse, like you, can know and feel; 
11s on\y those should judge and lecompense! 

A L P H n 8 0. 

If, tlien, foT World and after-world we stand, 

It is not right that idly we receive. 

The beauteouü token worthy of the bard. 

And which the hero, who requires it ever, 

Beholds, unenvying, fwin'd amid bis locks, 

I gee apun thy predecessor's brow. 

Has cbance, or some propitious genius, woren 

And brought it here? 'tis not in vfün it hath 

Display'd itself: 1 hark while Virgii say^: 

„Why honour ye the dead? they had tlieir meed 

„Of prüse and joy white yet they were aiive; 

„And though ye cnbivate and worsbip us, 

„Yet let the living have their lawful share. 

„With wreaths enough my marble form is deck'd; 

„To baoyant life those verdaot twigs belong." 
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Dost thon refuse?' See what a hand is gtving 
That wreath so fair, and so hnperisliable! 



O let me wait! I caimot now divine 

How I shall live, when diis sweet hour is past. 

ALPHONBO. 

In füll enjoyment of Ihat noble prize 

Which seems at first to give thee such alann, 

PBIKCBSS. 

Tasso , thon giv'iit me die rare joy of breathiiig 
My secret Üionghts, and with a voiceless lip. 



ThDS kneeling, let my fed[)le brow receire 
From these loved hands my glorious recompense. 
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LEON OK A. 



lAve for the first time now wilh garland crown'il! 
How mach that wreath becomes the modest man! ' 

ALPHONBO. 

"Hs bat an emblem of that crown, wlüch will 
Upon the capitol adom Hhy lirow. 

PRINCBBS. 

Far londer voices will salute thee there, 
Hete frienddiip with her gentle lip commends. 



O lake it from my worthless brow away! 
Remove it far! it doth bnt singe my locks! 
And as a snii-beam, which in mid-day heat 
Might reach my brow , it burns the vital Force 
Of thonght from ont my brain. A fever's rage 
Bestirs my blood. Your pardon! 'tis too much! 

LBOHOBA. 

Yon wreath cook rather and protects his brow, 
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Whose envied desliny it is lo roam 

O'er high-bom gloiy's eTer-scorcfaing path. 



1 am anworthy such a cooling wreath, 
It should but wave aronnd the hero's brow. 
O take it off, yc godü! aad let it shine 
Star-Iike amid the clonds, and float, ascaiding, 
And anattainable, — white wandering on 
My soul may ever &eek so bright an um. 

ALFH0N8 0. 

He, who hath earn'd by limes, hy times hath leamt 
To prize Üie worth of life's exalted goods; 
And he, who hath enjoyed, is ne'er bereft, 
Wilhont a strnggle of his once belov'd pussession; 
And all who have possessioa must be armcd ! 



And who wonid arm himself , a sttength mnst feel 
Within him, which at iieed will not refuse. 
Ah! it refuses now! in happiness 
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Deserts me that almighfy inborn strength 
ÜVhich tanght me once misfortune to oppose 
With steadiness , and wrong with pride. Hath joy, 
And thiä bright inomenl's thriüing ecslacy 
Dissolv'd my tott'ring limbs internal force? 
My trembling knees are sinlüng, and again 
Thon seest me, princess, bow'd before thee low! 
O tisteo to my prayer! remove it far! 
That I, as waken'd from a fairy dream, 
A new and renovated life may feel. 

FBINCBSS. 

Bat since diat talent which die gods have g^v'n, 
Thon canst in such meek modesty snpport, 
Then also leam these laurel twigs to bear — 
They are the faiiest we could give to thee. 
EJtemally tbey float arouad that brow, 
Where they have once with justice been enfwin*d. 

T A s s o. 

O let me then in bashfulness retire, 
L«t me my happinesg in groves conceal , 
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Where once iny sorrows I was wont to hide. 

There will I waiuler lonely, where no eye 

My undeserv'd good fortune calla to mind. 

And if hy chance a limpid fountaia ebews 

A man in its pure miiror, who, bedeck'd 

With stränge and wondroos garlands, 'mid the heav'n's 

Reflected fiplendoor, 'twixt the trees and rocks 

In meditation rest?> ; I seem to see 

On thiä enchanted piain El^ian bow'rä 

Portray'd. Yet I bethink myself, and ask, 

Who ma.y tläs londy mortal he? a yonth 

From out the tinie gone hy ? so fair bewreath'd? 

Who telU me , or bis name , or bis deserts ? 

I pause, and wait, and think: O might there come 

Anofber, and another bot witb him, 

In sweet and friendly converse to unite! 

O might I see around tbi^ fonntain's blink 

The bards and heroes of the olden time! 

O nügbt I see them all united here, 

As if they were in Hfe thus firmly bonnd ! 

For as the paagnet's pow'r invi^ble 

5 
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Binds nnconnected iron fast , fhe same 
Bold aim unltes the hero and the bard: 
Homer lost sight of seif, his dreainj^ life 
Was but a contemplaüon of two inen; 
And Alexander in El^sian plains 
Hasten'd Achilles and his bard to find ; 
O would Ihat I were present there, to see 
These mighty souls in haTmony conibin'd ! 



Awake! awake! nor let it be perceived 

ThoQ hast forgot the presence where we stand. 



It is this presence that exalts me so ; 

1 am entranc'd, and only seem to wander. 

FRINCE8S. 

When thoa wilh gpirits lalkest, I rejoice 
Thou spealc'st so humanly — I gladly list. 
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[^ Page en/ers, and whispers to ALPHOirgo.] 



ALFHONS«. 



He is UTiv'd at his appointeil hour. 

Antonio! bring him here: — see, th«re he comes! 



SCENE IV. 



ANTONIO BNTEB8. 



ALFH0N8 0. 



lUght welcome thou! viho bring'st to ns, at < 
Thyself, and gooA intelligence. 

PRiarcBss. 

AU haU! 

ANTONIO. 

Scarce dare 1 now confess to you the joj 
That in yonr presence renovates my life. 

S* 
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In you I find what 1 so long had mi^s'd. 

Yon seem content with what I have accomplish'd , 

And thas am 1 rewarded for my cares, 

For manj a Aay impatieiitl^ lig^gd through, 

For mari^ a day designedly conäum'd: 

But.alL onr wishes äre at leiigth atlaiii'd, 

And now no controverted point remains. 

L B o :« o K A . 

I, too, Salute thee; though 1 am displeas'd 
Thou only com'st when I am forc'd to go, 

ANTONIO. 

My happiness would not coinplele itself, 
Thou qnickly fak'st the fairest part away. 



Receive my welcome too ! I hope to rcap 
Advanlage from tlie much-experienc'd man. 
Thou 'It find me true at least, when froin thy world 
Thou deign'st to cast a wand'ring glance on mine. 
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ALFMOIfSO. 

Althoogh thon hast m Uiy despatch aniiounc'd 

What thon hast done, atid how U far'd with thee, 

Yet still 1 have to ask thee much, and how 

The treaty terminated in success ? 

Upon that magic ground mnst ev'ty step 

Be measnr'd, that it may at last condnct 

Us to the object, we at first desir'd. 

Who thinks upon his masfer's weal atone, 

Has not a toilless part to plaj' in Rome; 

For Rome will grasp at all, and nought concede. 

E'en thejr who go expresslj' to receive, 

If they bring nothing there, take nothing thenc«; 

And fortnnate is he who then succeecls. 

A s T s I o. 

U neither was my conduct, nor intrigue, 

By which , my lord, your wish hath been attain'd : 

For who so shrewd biit in the Vatican 

IVould find his master? Much occurr'd, al once, 

That I couUl tum to unforeseen advantage. 
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For Gregory hails, salutes and honoar^ thee! 
That sage, the worUiiest on whose brow a crowa 
Is gleaming, Ihinks with joy apon Ihe lime 
IVhen thoa wert in his armä entwin'd. The inan 
Who best fUscriininates mankind, both knowä 
And honoars thee ! and labonrs -in thy cau^e. 

A I. p H u N s o. 
Hia -good opinion pleases me, as far 
As 'tis sincere. But yef thou knowest well 
They see e'en empires from the Vatican 
Qnite small enongh beneath their feet display'd. 
And sinaller süU the people and their lords. 
Confess me now what moüt hath aided thee! 

A s T o N I o. 

Yes! wheh thou willst: — the pontifTs noble mind, 
He sees the small as small, the great as great; 
And that he may direct the world, he yields 
IVith friendly zeal unto his neighbonr's wish: 
He knowä the value of the Strip of land 
He yields to thee, and of dij friendship too. 
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He would have Italj be undUtnrb'd , 
And only friends around him; and would keep 
Peace on his frontien , that the gaüier'd might 
Or Christendom, which his iHrection guides, 
May Turkä and hereUcs o'erwhehn in turn. 

FHIÜCBSS. 

Aad is it known to whom he shows most favour ? 
And who most tnistUj approach his connsels ? 

A ?r T o N 1 o. 
Tis but th' «Kperienc'd that possess big ear, 
The energetic liis confiding aiil: 
FoT he, who from his youth hath serr'd the state, 
Directs it now; and works in those same couits, 
Which erst already , as ambassador, 
He hath inspected, known, and guided oft. 
The world as clearly iays before liis view, 
As the trne interest of his owo domains. 
We praise him when we see him act, and feel 
A secret joy when time uncovers what 
hl secret he hath lon^ contnv'd and toil'd. 
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No sight more fair th' exteniied world prexeiitü, 
Than «hen vre see a prince who wisely nile:): 
A kingdom, too, «here all with pride obey; 
Where each man. üünks he only serveä himself, 
Because 'tis only Justice that commandti. 

LBONOUA. 

How eagerly I wish sometime to view 
Yon world more near! 

A L F H o N s o. 

Rather to toil in concert! 
Looks will not form fair Leonora's limit; 
And joyful were my heart , my beauteous friend , 
If in the mighty game our tender hands 
. Might meet commingling; — speak, would it not plea 
thee ? 

L B N o B A. 
Thon would'st mdte me: it succeeileth not. 

ALFHONSO. 
I yet am in arrears for day« gone by. 
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LBOIIORA. 

To day 1 still remain in debt (o thee! 
Forgive ! and do not intemipt my qaestions. 
Say, for bis nephews has he had much care? 

[Tb artohio-] 

ANTONIO. 

Nor lesa, nor more, than what is fair and just: 

They who in power neglect the claims of kindtett 

Are hy the loweat rabble blam'd and scomed. 

But Gregory hath resolv'd in moderation 

To benefit bis relatives who serve 

The State as honest men; — 'thus with one care 

Two kindred duties he at once fulfiU. 



And do advancing; knowledge and the arts 
Receive bis favour too? and rivaU he 
The mighty princes of the olden time? 

ANTONIO. 

He honoarH knowledge, wheu its tendency 
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Teacheth to rnle the sUte, and know mankind : 

He prizes art, so far aa it adorns 

And amplifies his Home, — and as it rears 

For wondennent of earth the hall and fane. 

In his Ticinit^ must nought be idle! 

Who seeketh his esteein, mnsl teil and serre. 

AI.PHONSO. 

And tlünk'st thou then (his treaty will be soon 
Completed? and that they will not at last 
Strew here and there unseen impediinents ? 

ANTONIO. 

I err indeed, if quicklj' by thy name's 
Subscription, and a few despatches seilt , 
This strife will not be flnally arraiig'd. 

ALF HON so. 

TIüs moment of my life I would select 
As a bright time of fortnne and succeäs. 
I see m; frontiers widend, and I know 
Them for the future safe. Without the sword 

D.n.iizedby Google 



SceneIV. a DRAHA. 43 

Thon hast accomplUh'd all: — a civic cronn 

Is well üiy hard-eani'd due. And onr für dames 

On some bright tnorn, from Springs first oaken leaves, 

Shall round thy biovi in woven wreath entwine ii, 

Yet meanwhile Tasso hath enrich'd me too; 

He hath Jerusalem for us snbdned, 

And put exisling Christendom to shame: 

He hath a distant aim, high poisd in air, 

With spirit gay, and sttuggling toil, attain'd. 

For hia success thon seest him here enwreath'd. 

ANTONIO. 

Thon dost resolve a riddle. For I saw 

Two deck'd with wreaths in mute astonishment. 



1 wish thou coaldst my bashfnl feelings scan 
E'en with the self-same searcbing glance diat now 
Gazes so keenly on my new-born honours. 

ANTONIO. 
Tis long änce I have knomi that in rewards 
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Alphonso ia most prodigal; and tliou 

Hast, now the proof the rest have had before. 

PKIKCB8 8. 

Hadst thou Gtst looketl upon liU high achievment, 
Thon woulilst have found us just and moderate. 
We are but here the first still wifnesses 
Of that applanse the world will not rduse, 
And which posteritj' will tenrold y'ithl. 

ANTONIO. 

He U through you already sure of fame; 

Who dares to doubt, where je are known to prize? 

Yet teil me who this garland hath entwind 

On AriostoV brow? 



I. B o N o B A. 

This hand it was. 



'Tis done right well! and nobl^ decorates him 
As e'en tlie laurel would not grace him so: 




3.q.l,zedby Google 



ScE5EIV. a draha. 

For just as natnre clotheü her teeming breast 
In green and party-colourM robe b^ tnniä, 
So what can rentier man a sonrce of love, 
Or child of glory, he hath all conceard 
In frolic fable's ever-blooming garb. 
Contentment and experienced cleverness. 
And Talent's power, and taste, and feeling pure 
For real good , in gpirit-forms appear 
Throughout hh lays; and yct in person seem 
As under perfume-brealhing trees to rest, 
Besprinkied with the blossom's snowy show'r, 
Wilh roses gnrlanded, in juggle form'd 
B^ sportive Cupid's stränge and magic plaj. 
A fount of flowing plenly murmurs there; 
And lets ns gaze on fish of ev'r^ hne. 
With all the strängest plumages the air, 
With rarest herds the mead, and dell is (iird. 
And waggery lurlcs in biuhes half conceal'd; 
And visdom's voice from'out a golden cloud, 
Tones forth frotn time to time subliinest words. 
Meanwhile, from well-accordiug lules, all wild 
Appeareth phrenzy here and there to rave, 
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And yet wUh nic^t skiU her balance keeps. 
Who near this man hath dard to risk hbnself, 
A wr«alh for hiä audacit^' deserves. 
Forgive me since 1 feel myself inspir'd, 
That I lose sight, like i^ome bewildered being, 
Of Urne, and place, and mine own words inlention. 
For a]l Ulis poet-throng, ihese chaplets ga^. 
And, beauiteous danies, jonr robes oF fe^tival 
Withdraw me front myself to fair; land. 

PR1NCBS8. 

Who knows so well one merit to esteem 
Will not inistake the other. Thou shalt be 
Tiie ßr^t to show (o us in Tasso's la^ 
What we have feit, but onl; /Aou hast known. 

ALFHONSO. 

Antonio, come with me; for I have mnch 
To ask, whereof I am most cuiious: 
Then shalt thou tiü the setting of the snn 
Unto the dames belong. Come, fare ye well! 



3.a.t.zsdt>y Google 



A. DRAHA. 47 



ACT II. 

S C E N K I. 

A Saloon. 

PRINCB8S. TA8S0. 



Faltcring, my footdteps foUow thee, oh! Princess, 

Anil unrestrain'd and measareless ideas 

Arise tiunultiously within my soul. 

For solitude appears to beckon me^ 

And gently whisper: „Let me solve the doubt 

„That racks Uly breast uiew wilh vbions wild.^' 

Yet if I cast one look on thee; and if 

A Word from thy sweet lip but reacH mine ear, 

A new and brilUant day expands around me. 

And all my loosen'd bonds fall gently off. 
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1 will ia franknesi« own to thee, the man 
IVho Hnexpectedly broke in od us, 
Awoke me roughly from my beauteoiis dream; 
His whole deporfment and his taunting^ words 
Hare touch'd me so, that more tban ever are 
My feeliDgs rent in twain, and with myself 
In puzzling etrife I am again confus'd. 

PBINCBSS. 

It U not possible an ancient friend, 
Who long a Strange and disfant life halb led, 
Can feel tbe very moment that again 
He seea us , as he feit befor;e his abaence. 
He cannot be in bis inlerior chang'd : 
Let uä but live with bim a few days more, 
And evVy string will barmonise again, 
Till bappily one sweet accord sball bind 
Tbem all anew. For when he futly knows 
What thou hast in the inteiremng time . 
Plann'd and accompHsh'd , he will surely place 
Thee hy the poetV side , whoin now he cears 
Agunst thee, like a mighty giant's form. 
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In sooth, my princess, Ariosto's praise 

From him hath more delighted me than e'er 

It could annoy. It is consoling when 

We know the man is helil in honour, who 

Before onr eyes a mighty model Stands; 

For in tlie heart's recess we then can say, 

If (hon attain'st a part of his success, 

A part of his renown awaits ihee too. 

Ah! no; what hath my bosom's depth bestirr'd, 

And what e'en' now uiy soal feels through and throDgh, 

It is the Images of yonder world , 

Which, most vivacioas, restless, and immense, 

Aronnd one only grfiat and gifted man 

Rerolv'd, and that sublim« career fuUill'd 

This demigod had dar'd prescribe to it. 

I listen'd eagerty, and heard with joy 

Th' nnerring words of that experienc'd man : 

Yet, ah! the more I heard, the more and more 

1 sank before myself, and fear'd to die 
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Like echo on the crags away, and be 
H mere reverberation , lost in nought. 

FRINCESS. 

Anil jet thou AiAst but now so purcljr feel 

How bards and heroes for each other live — 

How bards and heroes seek out one anolher, 

Unäullied hy base enTj^'s vulgär laint. 

Kight noble is the luy-deserving deed; 

'Tis noble, too, the strongest plenitude 

Of deeds to give posterity in song. 

Content thyself from out the little slate, 

Wbose laws protect thee, quietly to gaze, 

As from the shore,. npon the world's wild course. 



Did 1 not first behold vnth wonder here 
The noble recompense that waits the valiantf' 
For here, I came, an inexperiencd boy; 
And quickly fesUval an festival 
To houour's highest pinnacle appear'd 
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To raüe Ferrara. What a sight was that! 
A circle wa» around the spacions Square, 
Where dext'rons vatour was before your gaze 
Proudly to shew itself; nor will the sun 
Soon shed its rays npon the like again. 
In crowds compress'd, sat there the fairest datnes, 
And there out age's most illustrions men. 
Our Startled look ran throngh the noble throng: 
With joy we siüd: AU these the father-land, 
The one, the narrow, sea-snrrounded land 
Hath hitlier sent. Together £d they fonn 
The first tribunal that m hononr's lists 
Had e'er decided upon Taloor's worth. 
And if we tried them gingly through« we found 
Not one that need his noble neighboar shame. 
And when the lists were open'd and arrang'd, 
Then stamp'd the steed, and glanc'd the heim and shield, 
Then press'd the crowd of gqaires, and then there clang'd 
The trumpet's note, and shiv'ring lances crack'd; 
Eaoh heim and shield regounded, and the dust 
In one brief moment in its wlürls conceal'd 
The Victors honour and the vanqiüsh'd' shame. 
4* 
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Oh! let nie draw a cartain'd veil before 
This bright (Iramatic wene, for nie too clear, 
Lest in this moment of delight my own 
Unworthhtess may be too keenly feit 

PBIHCESS. 

And when yon noble circle ;yoiider deeilü 

To toil and strife thy soul inflain'd ; I could , 

At that same time, have giv'n thee, youthful friend, 

A quiet leäson of enduring patience. 

The festival, which thoa commeiidest so, 

And which a hundred tongties did theo — and have, 

For many a year, extoU'd — I dit not see. 

In yon still spot, where scarce in broken sounds 

The last reverberation of delight 

Could lose itseir, was I conipell'd to bear 

FuU many a woe, and many a sadd'niug thought. 

With broadest wings death's phantoin-form was floating 

Before mine eyes, and froni my view conceal'd 

The prospect of the ever-changeful world. 

Bot by and by it was withdrawn; and let 

Me look, as thcough a reil of ganze, on life's 
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Comimingled hues , though pale , yef pleasing still: 
For living forms I gently saw retam; 
And for the first time, üded bj my dames, 
From out die Chamber of diücase I stepp'il. 
Then came Lucretia fall oF joyoDS life , 
And led thee here with kindly-guiding hand: 
Thou wert the first, who in my new-boni life 
Didst stand before me, new, and undefin'd 
Then hop'il 1 much for thee, and for myself; 
Nor hath that flatt'ring hope betray'd us yet. 



And I, who then was dizzied by the throng 

Of that compresäing cTowd, and dazzled too 

By such a varied gaze, nor yet unmov'd 

By many a passion, Ihrough the corridors 

Paed in still silence at thy sister's side; 

And then the Chamber enter'd, where thou cam'st, 

Snpported on thy dames, to greet u». Heav'ns! 

Oh! what a moment this for me! Forgire! 

The Godhead's near vicimty liath pow'r 

To heal the -spell-bound from hlü freazied State, 



3.n.iizedby Google 



S4 TOai^UATO TASSO. Ac 

And SO was I from er'ry phantasy, 

From evty passion, ev'ry false fle»re, 

By one look on thy meeting look reclum'cL 

And if my wild deinres, andisciplin'd, 

Were erst npon a fhousand objects lost, 

Now for the Eist time on myself I look'd 

In shame, and leanit ä worthy wtsh to know. 

In vain upoa the sea's extended sand 

We seek the pearl, which in ita silent shell 

Conceal'd, may long in prison'd rest renjain. 

r BIS CBS 8. 

Ah! those were happj times that then begon; 

And had Urbino's dake not ta'en away 

My sister from ns, years would have been spent 

By Ds in fairest, unimpair'd delight, 

Yet now, to out r^ret, we miss too much 

The tfdent gaj, the heart so fall of life, 

The rieh and varied wit of that sweet woman. 



I know i4 but too well; for since die time 
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Sbe went and no one halb as yet replac'd 

Thj smiling joy npon its former base. 

How ofit my breast was tom! how oft have I 

My pangs for thee ta sileat groves bewail'd! 

„Had tben," 1 cried, „her sister only right 

„lo be unto tlie lov'd one all in all? 

„And has nu other heart the worth that she 

„May dare to trust it? caii no feelings more 

„With her 's accord? is wit and talent dimm'd? 

„And was one woman, then, all excellent 

„Though slie may be, the wliole?" Forgive! forgive! 

Then thouglit I oft upon myself, and wish'd 

To thee I uiiglit be something. Much though not — 

Yet someihing still; — and not in words, but deeds 

1 wish'd to be it, and to shew in life 

I bore for thee a still devoted heart. 

And yet it did not prosper, oft I did 

In error that, which could bat cause thee pain; 

The man whom thoo protectedst, did offend; 

And, what ihou woulit'st unravel, oft confus'd; 

And always ia thai momeot feit iny»elf 

More far and far, whene'er J woMld approach. 
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PRIKCBSS. 

Thy meaning, Tasso, 1 have nerer jet 

MisUken; aod I knov how busy thoo 

Art ever to snnoy thyself. Unlike 

My astety who with ev'ry one can lire, 

ThoD scarce, when years have pajs'tl, can'st leam to know 

The humoors of a friead. 



Oh! blame me, blame; 
Yet teil me where the man is to be found? 
The womao where ? to whom , as now to thee, 
I dare my bosom's secret thonghts imfold. 

FBINCBSS. 
Unto my brother may'st thou all confide. 



He ia my lord and prmce! and think not now 
That freedom's wild desire my bosom Bwells; 
Man was not bom for boundless Uberty. 
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The noble mind no higfaer foituie knowa, 

Than M'hen it serves a prioce, whom it reveres. 

And thus is he my master, and J feel 

The whole extent of that unbounded word: 

For if he üpeaks, I must be silent then; 

And do what he may bid — e'en thongh my heart 

And anderstanding vividly reftise. 

PBINCE88. 

That ne'er can happen with tny noble brother. 

And Eince we have Antonio back again , 

Thou hast, no doubt, a new and prudent friend. 



I hop'd it once, bot ahnost donbt it now. 

Yet how inatructive woutd bis converse be! 

How usefui in a thousand ways his aid ! 

For he possesses all that Fails in me. 

Yet if the olher gods.have all conjoin'd 

To bring rare gifts anto his infant cradle, 

Alas! the Graces have remain'd behind: 

On whom these goddesses have nonght bestow'd, 
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Po3sess what gifts he may, — yield what he will,- 
None can repose upon a breast like his. 

PBIHCOSS. 

One caa confide in him — and tliat iü much: 

Bequire not all things From one mortal man ; 

Yet all he promises he well performs ; 

When once he hath declar'd hiniielf th^ friend , 

He cares for thee where ihou dost fail thj^elf. 

Ye still miist be united , and I hope 

Most briefly to arrange thiij happy work. 

But hang not back as thou art wont lo de! 

Though we have long possess'd cur Leonora, 

Belin'd and graceful as sähe is, to live 

IVith whom it is mögt asy, yet e'en her 

Thou ne'er woold'st meet as warmly as she wüh'd. 



1 have obey'd thee well, or eise I had 
Instead of nearing her, withdrawn inyself. 
And tliough she can appear so amiable, 
I know nai how it is, with her 1 oould 
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But seldopD dare anfold mj^elf; for when 
She hath the purpose to assist a frienil, 
We feel the purpose, and becotne untun'd. 

PKINCB8 8. 

In thU way, Tasso, we should never find 
Society; this path would soon raislead 
Our Steps through mnay a solitary brake, 
And make uä wander tlirough the silrnt dales; 
For more and more the cliaracter is spoil'd, 
It strives to place the golden age within, 
That faiU externally, yet little doth 
This ill-cohtriv'd experiment socceed. 



Oh! what a word my princess hath pronounc'd! 

The golden age, oh! whither is it flown? 

In vain is ev'ry bosom longing for it! 

The time when o'er th' nnshackied earth mankind 

Wander'd like sportive herds in gay delight; 

When in the flow'ry mead some aged tree 

Lent shepherds and their niates Hs friendly shade; 
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And when the half-grown bush its twigs «itwia'd 
Round longtng lore securely confiileitt; 
Wlüle clear and still üpon the stainless sand 
The gentle streun the tender nyiiiph embrac'd — 
And when amid the gtass the startled snake 
lononons lost ilself, and the bohl salyr 
Hy valiant youth repetl'd songht fltght amain ; 
When ev'ry bird that skimm'd th' unbridted air 
And ev'iy beast that roain'd o'er mount and dell 
Whisper'd to man, „what pleases is allow'd." 



Long Hince, my friend, the golden age is past; 
The good alone can bring it back again: 
And if I must confess to thee my thoughtü , 
The golden age, with which the poetä erst 
Were wont to flatter ns, — that fairj time, — 
It was, methinks, as littLe as it is: 
And If it was — so was it certainljr, 
As soon it might enst for us again ; 
FoT kindred hearts can stiU unite themsetves , 
And share the joys ofthat oichanted world: 
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One Word aJone is in the motto chang'd ; 
For now, „what is decorona is allow'd." 



If form'd of good and noble nien alone, 
An unconfin'd Tribunal would decide, 
What is decoroua ! but , instead, each (hinks 
That what is userul is becoming too. 
Vie see tliat for the mighty and the shrewd 
AU lurns out well, and all too is allow'd 

PBIHCBS8. 

-But would'st thou clearl; know what is becoming; 
Seek tby sole knowledge from exalted woman. 
To her it is most necessary that all 
Should be becominglj' perform'd b; her; 
For modesty encircles with a wall 
The tender and the easy-tarnish'd sex. 
They reign, where reigns morality; andthej, 
Where'er immodesty presides, are nought. 
And would'gt thou have the sexes bere describ'd : 
At license, man; decorum, 
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Thou call'st ns rongh, nntam'd, insensible? 

FBINCESS. 

Not that ! — but äffet distant goods je stiive, 
And ever viotent yout strife must be. 
Ye dare for an eternity to act, 
ÜVhile we a single, near , and bounded good 
Wonld only in this nether world possess — 
Out wärmest wish — that constant it remain. 
Of no man's beart can we be ever snre, 
However warmly it was once bestow'd: 
For beaaty is but passing, which alone 
Ye seem to honour. What remains, allures 
No more; and what alluves uo more, is dfad, 
If men there were who knew a female heart 
To treasure , and who e'en could recognise 
How precious is the prize of truth and tove 
That woman's breast can in its depths conceal: 
And if ihe memory of enraptor'd hours 
Could in your sools but rividly endure; 
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Or if yoQr gaze , which eise all-pieTciog \s , 
Could also pierce the Teil, M'bicb creeping age 
Or miniDg sickness ma^ around us ihrow : 
If to poüsess, which ought to tranquillize, 
Kindled DO lust for joys beyond one sphere, 
Then, tlien, for os a beaateous day would dawn; 
\Ve then sbould celebrate cur golden age. 



Thou speakest words to me, wbicb have arous'd 
E'en now balf-slomb'ring sorrows in my breast. 

PBINCBSS. 

What mean'st thou, Tasso? freely speak with me. 

T A S 8 0. 

I oft have heard, and now this day again 
Have heard , yet even had I not been told , 
I mnst bare tliought it, — noble princes strive 
To win thj- band! yet wbat we muät escpect 
Vie fear, «nd abnost to despair are driv'n: 



llizedbyGoOQlc 



64 TORQUATO TASSO. 

Thon soon wilt leave os, 'tis bat natural: 
I know not yet how we shall bear the blow. 

PRINCBSB. 

Yet, for thts moment, still be free from care! 
And almost might 1 say — for erer free. 
I find conlentment here, and gladly stay; 
1 know no tie which can allure me forüi: 
But if in truth ye would allach me here, 
Then let yonr concord show it, and prepare 
Yourselves a happy life, and me through you. 



O teach me what is poHsible to do! 

To thee deroted, all my daya belong: 

For if my heart unfolds itself to praise 

And thank thee gratefuUy 'tis then 1 feel 

The purest häppiness that man can know. 

The most divine I recogois'd in thee. 

The Demigods of earth withdraw themselves 

From other men, aa destiny anblime 

E'en from the plans and will of the most wise 
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Maintaina ilself aloof. For they, when we 
See billow npon biltow swell, let inuch 
Unnotic'd paüs, and like ihe lightest wave 
Just ripple at their feet; nor do they hear 
The stoim that roars for us, and hurls os o'er: 
Our pra^rs they scarce attend to, and permit 
Us still, as we do poor onthinking babes, 
Wilh sighä and screams to fill the troubled air. 
How oft, divine one, hast thou bome with me, 
And, llke the snn, thy brilliant look hatb dried 
From off my moisten'd eyes the melling dew! 

PRinCBBS. 

Tis only fair that women should in tum 

Be well dispos'd to one, whose deathless song 

Ennobles in ä thousand ways our sex. 

In gentleneäs, or might, thou e'er hast known 

To represent them noble and retin'd ; 

And e'en though hateful thy Annida seems, 

Her charms and love soon reconcile our imnds. 
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Yet what in »ooth is echo'd ia m)' lay, 
To one and oiie alone I owe it all! 
No Biiy and uncertain image floats 
Before my view, wbich but to dazzte nearä 
Tb' enchanted soul, and soon is tom away : 
For with these eyes the archetype I' ve seen 
Of er'ry virtne, and of ev'ry grace. 
IVhat I have püitted afler it will last: 
Yes! for Ciorimla bold Tancredi's love, 
Erminia's »tili , unmark'd fidelity; ' 
Sophronia's greatnesü, and Olinda's woe. 
They are not shades that have the fancy lur'd; 
I know they are etemal — since they are. 
And what hath more the right for centuries 
To last, and all in stillness werk itü way, 
Than that füll myätery of hallow'd love 
Which is confided fo the lay divine. 

PKinCBBS. 
And shall 1 teil to thee a quality, 
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By which this lay doth rteal on us nnmark'd? 
It Inres Qs on and on, and we do Ust; 
We liät, and then we think we nnderstand; 
And what we nnderstand we cannot blame; 
And thas the Ittj doth win na at the last. 



what a heav'n b open'd for me now! 
My princess, if this vision blinds me not, 

1 see nnbop'd, etemal happiness, 
On golden ray m^gestical descend. 

FBINCESS. 

No farther, Tasso; many things (here are 
WlUch ever must be seiz'd npon in haste; 
Yet other» still there are, which temperance 
And still forbearance oniy make our own: 
And this ia süd of viitne, or of love, 
Which is alUed to it Bethhtk thee well. 
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SGENE II. 

STER TASSO. 
TASSO. 



And art thoo then allow'd thine eyes to raise ? 

Or dar'st thou gaze aroundP — Thou art alone! 

Have these cold cotumns heard what sbe hath sai'd? 

And hast thou theo had witnesses to fear, 

Dumb witQ&<ses of th; exstatic transport? 

The snn illumes a day of new-bom life, 

Which far outstrips in splendor all the past. 

Descending here , the goddess quickly rears 

The mortal'high aloft; before mine e^es 

What circles new , what realms are new diijplay'd ! 

How richly is my warm wish recompens'd ! 

I dreamt the highest fortnne was at hand, 

And this my fottone is Iieyond all dreams. 

The man bom blind may faqcy, as he will, 

Colours and light, yet when the da;)' first dawns 
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lipon him, U miist be a new Sensation. 

Intoxicated with delight and hope 

This path 1 tott'ring tread. Thou giv'st me nmch, — 

Thou giv'st, as earth and heav'n are wont to shower 

Their gifts on us, wilh füll unmeasur'd band , 

And askest in retum what thus to ask 

Tis only such a gift permils the right 

I will forbear, and shew such moderafion, 

As to deserre what thou hast dar'd conlide. 

What have I done that she should choose me so ? 

What shall 1 do to merit such a choice? 

Yet she could trust to thee, and thus thou hast 

Yes, princess, to thy evry word and look 

Eternally devoted is my soul! 

Yes, ask me what thou wilt, for I am tUne; 

And send me loil, experience,- and renown, 

In distant lands to seek, or reach to me 

In deeply ^ent grore the golden Ijre, 

Devote me to repose and its reward; 

Since I am thine^ possess and mould me too! 

For all its wealth m^ heart hath kept Tor thee. 

had a thousand-fashiond organ been 
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By Bome god g^tSi inePscatte cöald I express 
My adoratioa all imstieakable! 
Tlie pdutet-'s pencil; — ond the poet's Hp, 
The Evreetest lip, that e'er from honied cell 
Was fed, I would desire. Yet now no more 
Shall Tasso 'mid the trees, and from Mankind 
Remote, all weak and care-wortij lose himself. 
He is no more alone, he is with thee. 
O that the noblest deed would represent 
Itaeit before me visibly, girt round 
By frightful danger! onward I would pretis, 
And gladly dare the life, that now I bare 
At her fair band receiv'd, and I would ask 
Most valiant mea to be my friends, that with 
A noble band what seems impossible 
Might be accomplish'd at her wmk and mlL 
Impetuons, why did not thy moath conceal 
The feeliiigs of thy heart, until thou wert 
More worthy at her feet to throw thyself? 
That was thy project, that thy prudent wish. 
Still be ^ so; yet better is it far 
AU nndeserving such a gift to have, 
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Than half and half to draani oae might have dar'd 

SuccessfuUy to ask it. Calmly look! 

IVhat lies before thee b so vast and wide; 

And youth inspir'd by hope allnres thee ob 

Unto a bright unknown fnturity! 

M^ bosom, swell! and fortnne's sunny sky, 

Do thon beam softly on this plant a while, 

It iüins at hear'n; a thousand twiga are press'd 

From out it upwards, aod luifold in buds: 

O would that it might bear the fruit of joy ! 

And that a hand of love might gentl^ break 

The gohlen pride from iia luxnriant boughs! 



S C E ^ E III. 



TASSO. ANTONIO. 



Thou art most welcome here; it seems as though 
I see thee for 4he first time now ! and oe'er 
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Was man announcd morä fairly. Be right welcome! 
I know thee oow , aad au (hy varied worth , 
And gire trithoot delay my heart and haod, 
Hoping (hat Ihou wilt not reject the boon. 

A K T N I o. 
Thou offrest generonsly most beaoteous gifts; 
And I acknowledge, as I oaght, their worth: 
Before I fake them, let me pause awhile. 
1 know not yet if I can give the Uke 
To Ihee in turn; and 1 would willingly 
Not overhasty nor unthankful seem. 
Let me for both be prndent and reserr'd. 

T A 8 8 0. 

And who will pmdence blame ? when ev'ry tslep 
Of life declares how needful it may be : 
Hut yet 'tis nobler if the whisp'ring sonl 
Teils Ds we do not want snch artfui foresight. 

ANTONIO. 
Thereon let ev'ry one himselF consnlt, 
Because he must atone the fault himself. 
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So l«t U be : for I have done m; daty ; 
And introduc'd myself to thee, to please 
The princess, who desir'd we might be frieiuls. 
But though I did not dare häng back, Antonio, 
I will not press too forward. For perhaps 
Time and a near acqaaintance may induce 
Thee wannly to demand the gifts, which now 
Thou coldly lay'st, almost in scorn, aside. 

ANTONIO. 

The temperate oft are call'd by those men cold, 

Who think themsetves more warm than their compeers, 

Becanse a fit of passion seizes them. 



Thon blam'st what I have everbtam'd, and shunn'd; 
I too, tho' yonng, can understand that what 
Is lasting uinst e'er have the preference. 

ANTONIO. 

Bight wisely sud ! continue in that mtnd. 
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llioii hast the right to counsel and to warn; 
For at thy side, just an a wary friend, 
Approv'd and tried, doth old Experience stand. 
Yet think awhile the heart in secret hears 
The waming voice of ev'ry day and hour. 
And dwells internally on ev'rj good, 
Which thy geverily would teach aoew! 



"With seif it is agreeable one's seif 

To bnsy, — would it were but Dseful tou! 

No man intemally his inmost core 

Can learn to know; for his own measure metes 

Sometimes too small, and oft, alas, too great! 

To know himself man only leams from man; 

Life teacfaes ev'iy one hia real wortti. 

TAS80. 
With rev'rence and applanse 1 faear ihy vrords. 
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And yei thoa unilerstandest by theäe words 
A sense far dtfTrent from Üieir true intoition. 



In this way nearer we shall ne'er approach. 

It is not shrewd , nor is it fairlj' dooe, 

Peirersely to mislake a simple man , 

Let him be who he may. The princess' word 

Was scatce reqnir'd; I knew Ihee easily; 

1 knon tbou wisheät and proiuotest good. 

For thy- own fate thou hast but little care, 

Thon think'st on others, and by olhers stand; 

Above the lig'ht opposing vxvea of life 

4 steadfast hearC is thine. I view thee (hos. 

And what \rere I, did I not meet thee now, — 

Did I not, too, seek eagerly a part 

Ofthat rieh, hidden treasare, which thou gnardest? 

Thon wilt not e'er repent such openness: 

Didst thou bot know me, thou wouldst be my friend : 

Of such a friend I long have feit thewant. 
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For inexperienc« anil my youth I feel 

No shame; since calmly yet aronnd my brow 

Fniarily's effulgent clouds repose. 

O take me, noblest man! nnto thy breast; 

And me, the inexperienc'd , and Ihe vild, 

Imtiate in a temperate use of life. 

ANTONIO. 

In one brief moment thou think'et fit to ask 
What circoinspectly time alone affordü. 



In one brief moment love has pow'r to give 
What io a long;er time toil scarce can yield. 
Yet though I dare to ask, 1 do not beg; ' 
I call on thee in Virtue's sacred name, 
Who eer is zealons to unite Üie good. 
And shall I name to thee anothei name? 
The Princess hop'd it — Leonora wishes 
Xo lead me Unto thee, and thee to me. 
O let ns meet in nnison her wish! 
Let US before the goddess go united, 
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And off er her our serrice and onr sonls, 

Whate'er is great alKed for her to do. 

¥et once again! here is my proffer'd hand! 

O Step not back, deny thyself no more, 

Thou noblest man, and grant me this delight, 

The fairest priTilege of worthy men, 

To ope their heaxts in candour lo Iheir fellows ! 

ANTONIO. 

Thoagoest with swelling sails; and it would seeni 
That thou art wont to triumph, and to find 
The caaseways erer broad, the portak mde. 
I grant thee willingly both ev'rjr worth, 
And ev'ry fortune, but 1 clearly see 
How far we stand apart from one another. 



Ferhaps m years, and in the proof of worth; 
In courage and desire 1 yield to none. 

ANTONIO. 
Dedre cannot Iure deeds along with it; 
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And Coorage representä (he ways as short.— 
11s he is crown'd, who at Ihe goil sncceeds, 
Though oft a worthier fails to gain a crowB. — 
Yet Mrorthless wteaths there are of other fashion! 
IVhich may, perchaoce, in some mag walk be gtün'd. 



Yet that, which Heav'n lo tJüa man freely gives - 
To that denies — is not a trivial good , 
Which morfaU can afford oa when they please. 

AN T OHIO. 

Of all the Gods, ascribe it bnt to Fortune, 
And I assent: her choice iä ever blind. 



And Justice too a veiling bandage wears 
To keep each false illudon from her eyts. 

ANTONIO. 

Tis fair the forttmale Ehonld latler Fertoae! 
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And e'en ascribe to her — a hundred eyes 
For her good serTice, choice, and potent €»re: — 
Call her Minerva, call her what the; will, 
They deem her gracioas gift a recompense — 
A dress of chance, an omament deserv'd. 



There is no need to he more clear. Enoogh! 
I now see deeply in thy heart, and know 
Thce for the whule of life. O would that so 
My princess knew thee too! Furbear to waste 
The arrowä of tlünc eyes, and of thy tongue ! 
For all in vain thou striv'üt to gain the «Tealh, 
The nerer-fading wreath, npon my brow. 
Viiih generosily tniTmount thine envy, 
Thoa then,perliaps, maysl dare eontend for it. 
I deem h hallow'd, yea! the highest good; 
Yet shev to me the man who hath attun'd 
IVhat I bnt aim at, and the hero shew 
Of whom the chroiüdes do only speak; 
The poet place before me, who may risk 
With Homer and with Vii^l to compai« 
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Himself: nay, more, buf shew to me the man, 

Who, Ihreefold, doth deserve -this recompense; 

Who three tiin«s, loo, more bashfully ihaa me 

This beauteom crown would wear; thou dien wonld'st see 

Me 'fore the goddess, that conferr'd it, kneel: 

Nor would I rise nntil tbi» Ornament, 

From mine remov'd, on his high brow were plac'd. 

ANTONIO. 
Thou dost tili that time wear it worthily. 



I mll not shrink from having my desert«, 

IrVeigh'd in th'impartial balance, bnt I have 

Not yet deserr'd the wrinkied sneer of sCom. 

The wreath of which my prince hath deem'd me worthy, 

And which tay princess' hand hath woTen for me, 

No one shall darc ihng spitefuUy to doubt. 

ANTONIO. 

To me this haughty tone, this hasty warmth, 
Becomes thee not, and is not fitöng here. 
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ÜVhat thou allow'st thyself becomes me too. 

Aiid is then tmÜi enlirel^ banish'd hence? 

ÜVhat!. Ib the palace ia free thought enchain'd? 

Must here a noble minil oppression bear? 

Methinks üublimitjr is here in place, 

The soul's sublimity, and dares if not, 

When near ihe mighty ones of earlh, rejoice? 

It dares, and shall do so. ÜVe only now 

Through onr ancestral rank the prince approach; 

Why not through facultjes, which Nature hath 

Not shower'd on all, just as to all a Une 

Of mighty ancestors she could not give. 

Here Jittleness alone should be disturb'd. 

And en\y, ever to its shame displayd; 

Just aü no spider's unbecoming web 

lipon these poiish'd marble walls shonld hang, 

ANTOHIO. 

My right to hold thee in contimipt, thyself 
Thou show'st! will then the hasty boy by force 

6 
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The mui's fiiU confidence and frienibhip Beize f 
Art thou, allhoQgh nnmannerl^, yet good? 

T A s 8 o. 
Much rathei what thoo nam'ät unmannerly, 
Than be what I miist ever call ignoble. 

ANTONIO. 
ThoQ art yet yonng «nough for discipUne 
-To guide thy footst^ in a better path. 



Not yoong «lough to bow before an iddl, 

Bat old enoiigh to strike down scom, with scoru! 

ANTONIO. 

¥es! where the play of Ups and chords dedde, 
Hion may'sl as conqo*ror and as hero march. 



Twere Tainly insoleat to vannt mine ann 
Ttut nonght hath done, and yet I trust to it. 
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A S T ÜTI O. 



Thon trustest to forbearance , wMch hath spoil'd < 
In Uiy yonng destinya Uceatioua coorse. 



1 feel that I am grovn indeed, and yet 

It would hav« beeo my fardiest wish with thee, 

With Ihee, ihe Teatnre-game of arms lo try: 

But sülI tiioD addest fael to the fire; 

My Yery blood is boiling, and the lust 

Of veiigeance seeths and foains within my breast. 

Art thoo the man Ihoa vaont'st thyself, then stand. 

AHTOHIO. 
Thoa know'st as tittle vibo aa who-e thoa ait 



No sanctnary exhorts to bear contempt 
Tis thoa (hat dost unhallow and profane 
This gpot; not I, who confidence, respect, 
And lore, the fürevt oflfers bipnght to thee. 
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■Thy spiiit snllies Ihis für parailise, 
Thy scornful words this stainless hall ; and not 
The swelUng feelings of my breast, reaoly'd 
Not e'en a Utile of a speck to bear. 

ANTONIO. 
How Tast a soül within how poor a breast! 

TASSO. 

There s^ is room to giTe the bosom air. 

ANTONIO. 

With vords the low-bom give the bosom air. - 

T A B B o. 
If thon art gentle-born as I, then draw. 

ANTONIO. 

That am I well, bat yet know where I am. 

TASSO. 
Then come away to where onr swords aTail. 
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ANTONIO. 
Where thon onght'st not lo ask, I follow not. 

TA880. 

To cowardice such obstacle is welcome. 

A N T TT I 0. 
Yet cowardice but threatens where 'tis sore, 

T A B s o. 
With joy can I Üüs base defoice tefuse. 

ANTONIO. 
But low'r thyself, thon can'ut not low'r the place. 



May it forgiTcme my prolooged endurance. [He drawa.'} 

Or draw, or follow, if etemally 

1 mnst not , as I hate Uiee , scom thee too. 
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SCENE IT. 

BNTBB AI.PHOTI8 0. 

ALFH0V8 0. 
In what a strife I find je both engag'd! 

ANTOKIO. 

Thon dost behold me, prance, ihus cibnlj stand 
Before one whom infuriate rage hath s^'d. 



I woTship thee as e'en I would a God, 

And ihns Ihoa tam'st me -with one warnbig look. 

AIiPHORBO. 

Beconnt, Antonio; Tasso, teil to me 

How m my honse tUs qnarrel bath arisenP 

How hatb it seiz'd yon both; and from the conrse 

Of manners, and the laws of prndent men 

Huil'd yon bo giddilj? I am astounded. 
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Thon doxtnotknow as bolh — I feel it well: 

This man, renown'd as clever and refin'd, 

Hath Uke to some unlettered, nntraiQ'd boor, 

"With lüdest Insult borne himself towards me; 

In confidence I came; he hiu-rd me back ; 

Wilh constant love I press'd myself npon him — 

And bitter, bitt'rer still he rested not 

UnUl Ihe purest drop of blood within 

He tum'd to gaU, Forgive ! that thon hast fonnd 

Me all infuriate here. But I derire 

My gvilUness from this man's guilt alone. 

He violently fann'd the flame, which since 

Hath sdz'd on me, and injar'd both of us. 

ANTONIO. 

The poet's flight hath hunied lüm away ! 
Thou first, O prince, address'd thyself to me, 
And mj tale ask'd: ma.y I be now allow'd 
After Ibis hasty orator to speak ? 
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Oh! yes, recount, recoont, froin word to word. 
And cans't thoo to our judge each s^llable 
' And geslnre represent, then dare to do il! 
Disgrace th^elf a second lime; against 
Thyself ihm testif^, and I will then 
No heavhig breath nor beating puhe deny. 



If thoQ hast e*en yet more to say, then speak; 
If not, be 9till, and iatermpt me not. 
'Whether 'twas I, my prince, or thiü hat head 
That first the strife begiin — whoe'er it be' 
That's in the wrong — ia an exteoded question , 
Which may at first well lest within itäelf. 



How so? methinks, 'tis first the qaestion, which 
Of OS be in the wrong, or in the right. 
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ANTONIO. 

Not quite as the unsubjugaled miiitl 
Mnj think. 



ALPHONSO. 



ANTONIO. 



My noble lord, 
Thy lock I honouT, yel let him be still; 
\%'hen I have spoken, he tnay farther plead; 
Tis thou that musl decide. 1 oa\y sa;, 
With him [ cannot reckon, nor inyself 
Can I excuse, or him accose, nor e'en 
Offer to gire him satisfaction now. 
For as he Stands, he is not free to act. 
Since over him there hangs a penalty 
Thy favour can, at most, but mitigale; 
For he hath challeng'd and proTok'd me here, 
And scarce 'fore thee his naked swotd conceal'd. 
And had'st fhou not, my lord, come in between, 
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Then I, forgetfnl of tay daty foo, 

Before thee ghoald have stood in eqnal fault. 

ALFHOnSO TO TA8SO. 

ThoD hast not acteil well. 



My own heart speaks 
Me free, tny lord, as doubtless thine will too. 
Tiä true, that I provok'd, and challeng'd, — yea, 
Did draw. And yet how miächieTons tüs ton^e 
With well-aelected phrases injur'd me, 
How sharp and quick hiä tooth this sifiing poison 
Instill'd ioto my blood, how more and raore 
My fever he infiam'd — üiou think'st it not! 
He kept me cahn and chillingly aloof, 
And goaded me beyond endurance. Oh! 
Thou know'st him not — nor wiU Ihou ever know him! 
1 warmly offer'd him the fairest friendship. 
And at his feet he threw .my gift away: 
Had then my soul not feit the glow of wrath, 
It wouM have been etemally unworthy 
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Of ihy fair grace and service. If the law 
I have forgotten and this place — forgive! 
For on no spot of earlh dare I be vile^ 
Debasement on no spot of earth endure: 
But if this heart, where'er it chance to be, 
Is wanting to itself and thee, then strike! 
And let me neer behohl thine eye again. 



ANTONIO. 

How lightly holds the youüi his heavy crimes, 

Shaking bis faults away, as from a robe 

The dust! — 'Twere wonder-worthj; — if the pow'r 

Of magic poesy were yet unknown , 

Which doth with all that is impossible 

So gladly play her game. I almost doubt 

That Üiou, my prince, or yet thy ministers, 

ÜVill deem tlüs deed so insignificant; 

For miyesty extends ita fence to all, 

Who do, a» though it were a Godhead, it 

And its unsuUied neighbourhood approach: 

For there, as at the altar's pedestal, 

Upon the threshold is «a«^ pasäon tam'd. 
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Ihere gleains no Hwortl, there falls no tannting; word, 

There e'en th'insulted dares not ask rerenge. 

The field remain» an open üpace enongh 

For rage and nnforgivingness; and there 

No coward will provoke , no man will üy, 

These walls thy fathers have in surety bas'd — 

Thdr dignity enclos'd a sanctuary; 

And this calm rest with earnestness and wisdom 

They kept by punishinent inviolale; 

A prison, exile, dealh - o'ertook the guitty, 

Of persona there was no respect; nor theo 

Did mercy hold the arm of justice back , 

The boldest of off enders fett alarm: 

Kov after tMs long beauteous rest we see, 

E'en in the realm of manners, rage nncouth 

In (hzziness return, My lord, decide, 

Aiid punish Mm! for in the narrow bounds 

Of duty, who could dare abide, unless 

Frotected hy lüa prince's law and pow'r! 

AhVHOSao. 
My feefings suffer me te be impartial, 
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More than je both have said, or can imagine. 
Yet each woald belter have fuUilled bis duty, 
Were it not mine lo issue forth tiüs sentence; 
For nearly here are right and wrong allied. 
And if Antonio hath offended thee, 
He mnst, iii any circumstances, give 
The satisfactioq, üuch as thou mayst ask: 
I wish je would appoint me arbiter. 
MeanwhUe ihy fanlt condemns tbee to become 
A captive, Tasso. And as 1 forgiTe, 
For thj sake too I mitigate the law. 
Now , Tasso, leave us ! To thj- room retire, 
And in self-guarded solitude remain. 



Ig Um then all thy righteoas sentence, princef* 

ANTONIO. 
Dost thoD not find a father's mercy there? 

TASSO TO ANTONIO. 

1 will not e'en exchange one word with thee. 
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TO ALFHOnSO. 

My prince, thy serious worti condemns me, then, 

A freeman, to captivity. So be 

It, üince thon deem'st it right. Thy hallow'd word 

Revering, 1 do bid my heart be still. 

Scarce can 1 recognise myaeXt, or thee, 

Or thb fair spot, amid these changes; yel 

Füll well I know Antonio; — lobey! 

Althongh I yet have many thiogs to say, 

And oaght to say them too. My lip is mute. 

Was it a crime f* at leaüt it seems that I 

Am treated as a criminal. And what 

My heait will out, I am a captive too. 

ALPHONSO. 
Thou view'st it mnch more seriously than f. 



It is to me still inconc^Table; 

Not incoaceivable, for I'm no child: 

I almost see, 1 might bare thonght it too. 
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A cleamess doth at once gleam in od me, 

Yet momentarily exchides itself: 

I hear the jadginent only, and submit. 

These are e'en now too manj nseless worda! 

Froin this time he accnstom'd to obey: 

All-pow rless ! ihou forgottest where.thon stood'st; 

The hall of Gods appear'd on level earlh: 

This haaty accident o'erwhelms thee now: 

Gladly obe^, for it becomes a man 

To combat diFficulties willingly. 

First lake the sword, thou gavest me when erst 

I follow'd the Lord Cardinal to France; 

*Twas wom, though not with glory, not with shame; 

Nor hath this day disgrac'd it. Of this gift 

1 dispossess myself with sadden'd heart. 

ALPH0N80. 

ThoD feelest not my partiality. 



My lot b to obey, and not to think! 
From me, alas! harsh destiny demaitds 
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Hie reiä|piation of a noble gift. 

A captive's brow this chaplet ilt becomes; 

1 take this omameiit away myself, 

Which seem'd for an eternilj mine own. 

The Fortune Ihlis bestowed was premature, 

And now as tf fd vaiinted i(, alas! 

Tu premalorely wrested from my grasp. 

Thou tak'st thyself, what no one eise could take, 

And what no God can give a second time. 

We men are wonderfully prov'd and tried; 

We could not bear it all had Nature not 

An elasticity bestow'd on us. 

Necessity instructs us how to play, 

Like prodigals, vith things of countle^s value: 

We open willingly onr hands, that thas 

A good may irrecov'rably escape. 

With this soft kiäs let mingÜng tears coinbine, 

Devoting thee to perishableness ! 

This t«nder sign of weakness is allow'd. 

Who woold not weep, when immortality 

Itself is subject to destruction's pow'r? 

To this my sword attach thyself; (alas! 
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It eani*d thee not;) and, 'twin'd arönnd it, rest, 

As on a. bero's hier, thos on the grave 

Of all my liappiness, and all my hope! 

1 yield ihon ap obedient it thy feet^ 

For who b anned well, if thou art angry? 

And who adom'd, wtioln thou, my lord, mistakest? 

I go a capÜTe, and await yonr justice. 

{M tie prince'* betk a page takei oway 
. Übe ttBord and tk» gartand^y 



S C E N E V. 



IITTBB AIVTONIO. 



Where roves the boyf* Im destinj' and worlh 
With what imagm'd coloars doth he paint? 
Tis thua confin'd and inexperienc'd yonth 
Pre-enünentljr deems itself elect, 
Ouming a charter'd piivilege in all. 
He feels himself chastis'd — bnt chastisement 
Profits the bo^, thal afterwacds the man 
May thank ns. . 
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ALF HÖR 80. 



He is, I on\y fear, chastia'd too much. 

A n T o n I o. 

Be lement, prince; and 3et him free again. 
And let the sworil decide our difference> 

ALPHOIfSO. 

If the world's voice so will it, let it be. 
Yet teil me how thon didst ezdte hia ire? 

A n T N I o. 

I scarce can teil ihee how it did befall; 
I tuAy have hurt big feelinga as a man, 
Thoagh I did nothing to offend his honor; 
Nor from his lip, e'en in his greatest rage,. 
Did anj indecorons word escape. 
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ALPHONSO. 
So seem'd lo ms ^our sfrife; and what thou aayeat 
Doth more and more conflrm my first inipression; 
When men hare quarrell'd, we are right in jaüging 
The wisest as the most in wrong. Tia not 
For thee to enter into strife with him; 
To guide and aid him would become thee better, 
Yet there is time enough; no case in here 
To force a quarret. 1 would fain enjoy 
His presence, white there iasts a show of concord; 
Then bring back peace, to thee an easy task: 
But'lirst let Leonora Sanvitale 
Attempt to soolh him with her gentle lip: 
T will then be thine to seek him , aud proclaim him 
In my name free; and by thy noble bearing 
Obt^n his confidence. Accomplish this 
Quick as thou canst by hailing him thy Fiiend. 
Before we go, l'U know that peace is made; 
If thoD but hast the will, the thing is easy. 
'Twei'e better to remain another hour, 
And let the women afterwards complete 
What thou beginucüt; and at our return 

7* 
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All trace of this impresäon will be lost. 

It seeme thou wilt not fall into disuae! 

Thoa scarce hast finish'd one afTair, when thou 

Retumest to employ thyselt aiiew: 

1 hope thb business majr succeed as well. 

ANTONIO. 

1 am asham'd, and in ttiy words perceire 
My fault, as in the brightest glass displayedl 
II3 easy to obey a noble prince 
Who can dispeuse conviction with conimand. 
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ACT m. 

S C E N E I. 

PKINCBSS. — {Jlone.) 

Where bides Eleonorar' more and more, 

Each moment, painful sorrow agitates 

My imnoät heart. Scarce know 1 what'a befairn, 

And which of them b gailty scarce I know. 

Oh! would that she were come! 1 would not yet 

Or with my brother or Antonio speak; 

Before I am compos'd, before I hear 

How sland:^ the matter now, and how 't will end. 
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S G E N G IL 

PSINCBSB. — LEONORA. 

PBINGB8 8. 

Vfbat bring'st thon, Leonora P answer me: 

How Stands it vrith our friends? gay, what's befaU'a? 

£ fi o N o R A. 

More than we knew iVe not discover'd yet, 
They wrangl'd hard together; Tasso drew; 
Thy brother separated them; but yet 
It seems t'was Tasso that begiin the tttrife. 
Antonio sülI is free, and parle;)'8 with 
His prince; while Tasso, ou (he contrary, 
SUyi baniah'd in his Chamber, and alone. 

PBINGB8B. 

Antonio surely initated bim, — 

Offended, cold and strenge, liis high-tnn'd nünd< 
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L B O R B A. 

That too is my opinion; for when first 

He caine, a clood was han^ng on hü brow. 

FBINCBSS. 
Ahl that we slill so grieTOtuly refuse 
To yield nnto the bosom's pure calm hiiit! 
AU softly speaks a God within our breast, 
AU softly, yet perceptiblj' points out 
Both what we should embrace, and what avoid. 
Tlüs veiy morn Antonio seein'd to me 
More rugged and reserr'd than heretofore. 
When near him Tas^o plac'd himself, my houI 
(üaTe wanüng to me. Mark th' extemal signs 
Of both of them, the conntenance, the tone, 
The gaze, the step, 'tis all to all oppos'd: 
No friendlj- feeling e'^ can they exchange. 
And yet.Hope qmckly talk'd me over, she, 
The fair seductress. Both are rational, 
Are noble, educated, and thy ffiends; 
And what more certain hond than of the good ? 
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I OTg'd the youth, he gave himself eotire; 
How fair, how warm he gare himself to me ! 

had I bot addresa'd Antonio then! 

1 Unger'd; yet the time was only short. 
And I was shy in my first words to urge 
Hirn pressingly to conntenance the youUi; 
Trusling to manners, and to courtesy, 

The usage of the world, which lays itsetf - 
So Binoothly oft 'twixt foeS: I feared not 
From snch a man, so mnch approv'd and tried, 
The sallieg of impetnous youth. 11s over, 
The evil, which etood far from me, is near: 
O g^ve me connsel! what is to be done? , 

LEOHORA. 

How difficuU it is to connsel! Ihat 

Thy words proclaim thyself to feel. Tis here 

No misconception 'tmxt the like-attun'd ! 

That words, or, in necessily, e'en arms, 

Might easily and happily repair, 

Two men they are, and 1 have feit it long, 

That thns are foesj becanse that of them both 
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Dame Natore hatli not forai'd a single man. 

But were they to their own advanfage keeo, 

lliey wouM as wärmest frieodä ally themselves ; 

They would for one man stand, and pass through life 

With pow'r, with pleasure, and with happine^s. 

So hop'd I once: ah! now I aee 'twas vain. 

To day'a rash quarrel, be it as it will, 

May be appeas'd; yet that assares ua not 

For days to come, nor even for the morrow. 

It would perhaps be best, mellüuks, for Tasso 

To travel for a time from hence; he might 

Direct his loit'ring steps to Home or Florence, 

üVhere I within a few short weeks shoold meet him, 

And have perhaps an opportunity 

Of working on his feelings as a friend. 

And thou , the meanwhile, may'^t persnade Antonio, 

Who hath become so stränge to ns, to seek 

A closer concert with ihy friends and thee; 

Thua friendly Urne, that yields so much, may deign 

To grant ns what seems now tmpossible. 

PBinCBSS. 

ThoD wilt, tay friend, then place thyself in joy, 
While 1 mnst be deprir'd: ig that qidte fair? 
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LBOHOBA. 

For dioo mit onl^ be depriv'd of wbat 
ThoD canst not reap the füll enjoymeiit now. 

FBIK0B88. 
Shall I so all ntunoT'd condenin a friend 
To banishmeut? 

LBOnORA. 

Thou still retainest whotn 
Tlion bnt In Bemblance bamshest. 

FBINCESS. 

My brother 
imi ne'er consent to lose him. 

LEONOBA. 

When he sees 
The thing as we do, he will qmckly jield. 

PBINCES8. 
One's seif to pniüsh in a friend is hard. 

LBONOBA. 

Yet in Ihyself thou rescnest thy fiiend. 



3.n.iizedby Google 



lOT 



PKIüVCBSS. 
I cannot answn yes; that it be done. 

L 8 N O B A. 
Theo mark the issue of a weightier eviL 

FB1NCBS8. 

Thou gir'st me pain, and know'ät not if there be 
The slightest nse in it. 

LEON OB A. 

"Hs well; we soon 
Shall have it settled wlio was in the wrong. 

FBINCBSS. 
Well, if it must be so, then speak no more. 

LBONOBA. 
They vho resolre themselvea can concjuer grief. 

FBINCBSS. 

TLei I am not reaolved; bnt let it be, 
If he doth not absent himself too long. 
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And let ns watch hia interestt, Leonora, 
That for ihe futnre he may feel no want; 
Anil that the duke may g^ant htm wtlUngly 
EOs pension and appointments when abroad. 
Speak to Antonio; — he hath pow'r to soodie 
My brother's anger, and will not oppress 
Onr fiiend, nor ns, in pittfui reyenge. 

LBonoRA. 
A word from thee would be of more avail. 

PBIKCE88. 

My friend, thon know'st I never had the art, 

As my dear sister of Urbino hath, 

Of asUng for myself or for my friends. 

I fain would live in stillness for myself. 

And from my brother take in ihankfulness 

Whate'er he can or will bestow on me. 

What nnmberless reproaches have I made 

Myself thereon in times gone hy\ bat now 

Have ceas'd. How oft some acolding friend hath said 

Thon art disinterested, it is most true: 
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And that is good; — so much so yet ihou art^ 
That e'en the exigencies of a friend 
Thou ne'er canst leam to feel: 1 let it pass. 
And am compeU'd to bear this just reproach. 
So much ihe more I am rctjoic'd that now 
I can in deeds be aseful to my friend; 
My mother's heritage falls in to me, 
And gladly will I help to foster him. 

LEON OB A. 

I too, my princess, lind that I po^sess 
The pow'r to E^ew myself his real friend. ' 
He is no good econonüst, and I 
Will skilfuUy asäst him when in want. 

FB1NGBB8. 

Well, take him then : if I mnst be deprived , 
To theo of all Ihe world he's envied least! 
I see it well, it wäl be better so. 
Most I agun tlüs aoirow prüse as good , 
And wholesome? that halh ever been my fate 
From yonth, — I am accnstont'd to it now. 
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Xbe losa of hqtpin«^ is only half, 

Where'er we conld not coiint on its posaession, 

LBONORA. 

I höpe to see thee soon as riclily happy 
As thou deservest! 



Leonora, happy! 
Say, vho 18 happy P yet mj brolher, trne , 
I migbt ao name, for his unbounded 80ul, 
With feelings ever equal bears his fate; 
Bat what he merits, he hath nerer gain'd. 
Say, 18 my ^ater of Urbino happy? 
That beauleoug woman, that exalted heart! 
She bears no children to her ^ounger lord ; 
He valaes her, and would not hare her suffer, 
Yet still no pleasure dwells within their house. 
Our mother, what avaiFd her cleTemess? 
The ken of ev'ry art P her nughty miad P 
Could it ptotect her from utrange errors vild P 
They took as ftom her , and she 's dead ; liut yet 
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Hath not lieqaeath'd üa comfort to her children 
Of thinking ihat she died at peace with Heav'n. 

L B o N o B A. 

Bemark not Ihat which fails in ev'ry one,— 
Condder rather what remains to them , 
And what remains to thee! 

PBINCB8S. 

Remains to meP 
Why, patieace, Leonora! fiom my yoaih 
1 've os'd it; when my kinscnen and my friends 
At festival and sport enjoy'd themselves, 
In my lone Chamber sickness held me fast; 
And in society of manjr a woe 
I eaily leamf forbearance. One delight 
There was, to soothe me in my solltude, — 
The transport of sweet song; I entertain'd 
Me with myself; my longing and my grief 
My ev'ry wish with soflest tone» I rock'd. 
Then sorrow oft bectune a joy; and that 
Which in itself was sad , a harmony. 
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This pleasure was not long accorded me; 
This the physäcian qnickly tore away; 
Mute by hiä Orders , 1 was doom'd to live - 
In sufferance, and forego my consolation. 

L B o N B A. 

Yef many friends attach'd themselves to thee, 
And now thoa art in health and jo^ous life. 

PBINCB8S. 

I am in healdi; tbat. is, I am not äck: 
And many friends ! have, whose faithfulness 
Benders me happy. Once 1 had a friend — 

LEONORA. 

Thou hast him still.- 

PBIRGES8. 

To lose him but too soon. 
The moment that I saw him first, was not 
Wifhoat importance. Scarce recover'd then 
From many an anguish, gtief and sickness scarce 
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Were for the fiist time flown: I shily look'd 

On life again, rejoicing in the day. 

And in my kinsmen; boldly I imbib'd 

The purest baisam of ihe sweetest hope. 

I dar'd in onward course more widely ränge 

And gaze on üfe, while Triendl^ imagea 

Were wont to meet me from aTar. Tnas then, 

Eleonora, tliat my äster plac'd 

This youth before me; in her hand he came; 

And then , I will confess to thee, my soul 

Encompasä'd him to hold etemally. 

LEONORA. 

My princess, let it not repent thee now: 
To know that which is noble is a gün 
Which never can be snatch'd away from os. 

PRINCESS. 

The fair, the excellent, is to be fear'd, 
•Tost aa a flame, which b of noblest me 
So long as it bot burns npon the hearth, 
So long as from a torch it shines on us : 
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How lovdy! who majr dare diipense wilh it? 
Bat if it works its tny on us nanwrk'd, 
How wofnl can ii makc aal leave me dow, 
I am loquacioas; and 'twere b«tler een 
From thee to hide how weab I tun and sick. 

LEO HOB A. 
The gickness of the sonl diäsolres itself 
Most eanly in plajnls and confidence. 

PBINCESS. 

Then 1 shall soon be cnr'd, if confidence 
Can eure; I have it all cntire for thee. 
Alas! my friend, 'tis true, 1 am resolv'd; 
Let him then go! and ;j'et 1 feel e'en now 
The long-expanded grief of diose sad days, 
When 1 mnst do wilhont what pleas'd uie so. 
The dream- dissolving sun no more will chaNe 
His beauteons image from mine ejes awa^: 
The hope of seeing him no longer fiUs 
The searce awdtend soul wUh gay dedre: 
My early hwk upon oir guden down 
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In vain doth seek him in the dewy ehade. 

How fürly satisfied hath been the wish 

With him to pass each calm and beanteons eve! 

How hj acquaintance the desire increas'd 

To know and nnderstand each other more; 

The Boul, each day, more beauteoiisly attun'd 

Itself to evet purer harmonies. 

But what a twilight fallä before me now! 

The splendour of the snn, the joyous sense 

Of lofty day, the thousand-coloiir'd worlds 

Ray-rich vidnity are waste and deep 

Within the clond enclos'd , that wraps me roaniL 

£ach day was formerly a life to me; 

Sorrow was mute, Fordioding*s seif was dnmb; 

Embark'd in happiness, the cnrrent bore us 

Upon ils bouniling wäre withont an oar. 

But now the horrots of futurity 

Fervade, in sad vidnity, my breast. 

LEONOBA. 

The fotnre gives thee back thy friend agaJn, 

And brings to thee new happiness and joy. 

8* 
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PKINCBSS. 

Vhal I posseäs, I only fatn would keep; 
Thougli chaiige «inu^es, ;yet it profits not; 
With youthful longing I liave never striv'd 
To snatch frotn out the stränge worlds lottery 
For iny requtring inexperienc'd heart 
An accidental object. No! I feit 
I must revere hiin, therefore 'twas I lov'd hini; 
And 1 mnst love him, for with bim m^ life 
Became a life such as 1 ne'er had known. 
At first I saiil , absent thyself from him : 
I went and went, yet only nearer came, — 
So dearly lur'd, so barshiy punisb'd now! 
A pure and real good before me sinks; 
An angry spirit to my longing yields 
Instead of glee and joy, commingled grief». 

LEO NO HA. 

If friendly words cannot console thee now, 

Yet will the fsdr world's, and all-fav'riog Times 

Calm pow'r, unmark'd, revirify thy boqI. 
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PHINGBSS. 

The World indeed is fair! m vhone expanse 

So much of good U scatter'd here asd there. 

Ah! that it erer seems fo be but one 

Small Step remov'd from us! and ihos through life 

Our anxions longing also, step hy step, 

Yea, eren unto the very grave allures! 

So seldom ia it that mankind possess 

E'en that «hich seem'd to be assnr'd to them, 

So seldom is it that they can retam 

What e'en the tuck/ hand may once have grasp'd! 

Tis torn awaj', what once was giv'n to us, 

We lose what erst with eagerness we seiz'd, 

There is a happiness we know not of — 

We know it -well, ^et canaot prize it too. 
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SCBNE III. 

LGONOBA. — (^one.) 

It püns me much, Ihat fair aiiil noble heart! 
How sad the tot that to her greatness falls! 
She loses — ah! — and Ihinkest thou to wia? 
Is it so needful that he be remov'd? 
Mak'st thou it needful, that thyself alone 
That heart and those bright talents may possess, 
Which thou art sharing with another, sharing 
Uneqnally? is 't honest so to act? 
Art thou not rieh enough? what fails thee still? 
A spoose, a son, and beauty, wealth, and rank; 
These hast thon all; and nilt thoa yet have him 
To add nnto this all? Saj-, loVst thou falmP 
Why is it eise that thos thoa canst no more 
Exist withont him? iJuä thou dar'st confe&s. 
How thriUing is it at one*s seif to gaze 
In bis fair spirit's mirror! and is not 



=dby Google 



SCBNE lU. A niUHA. 119 

Good fortnne doublj ^reit when lüs la^ lifts 

Üb high, as thongh npon the clouds ef heaVn? 

Thon hast not only tbat which mtay wHh, 

Bot what thoH hast all kno« and recflgmse: 

Thy country namea thee, yea, doth gaze op thra, 

And that ia fortone's highest pinnacle, 

Is Laura, then, alone the name which may 

From evTy soft and tender lip resound ? 

And had then Fetrarch, too, alone the right 

Hiü lov'd and unknown fair to deifjr? 

Where is the man that with my fiiend may riak 

To be comparM ? As now the world applauds him 

Posteritjr will name him with Uke honor. 

How noble a it 'mid th« beama of life 

To bare him at one's side! and thas with him 

Approach futarity with lightsome step! 

Thus time and age can have do influeiice 

On thee, not yet the voice of saucy faine, 

Which here and fhere distnrbs the waves of praise; 

For transient thiogs bis lay will make etemal. 

Thou wilt be fair and happy still, when long 

The whiripool of events hath borne thee down. 
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Have him thoa must, and takest noagbt from her; 

Her indiaation tow'rds this dearest man 

Is onto all her other passions like: 

They beam, as to the pilg^m beams the moon, 

All sparingly apon the path of night : 

Thej do not wann; and pour no pleasnre ronnd, 

No rays of lifefal joy: ehe will rejoice, 

If she bat koow bim happy when afar, 

As, when she saw Um daily, she rejotc'd. 

I will no longer hold in banishment 

Mysetf and Tasso from Ferrara's conrt : 

I vill retarn, and bring him here again. 

Thos shall it be! — here comes the rngged friend. 

We'Il see if we can tarne bis spirit now. 
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SCENE IV. 

LBOnORA. — AMTOWIO. 
L E O N B A. 

Thoa bring'st as war itistead of peace; it seems 
As if thou catnest from a camp or fight 
Where force predoininates and strength ilecides, 
And not frotn Rome, where solemn dignity,. 
With benediction lifts the band, and sees 
A proslrale world all wiUingly obey. 

ANTONIO. 

1 mnst endure the blame, my beanteons friend, 
Though the apologj' lies near at hanil. 
Tis dang'rous, when we are oblig'd too long 
To shew ourselves in caliu and teuiperate colours. 
The evil geiüus nt cur side i^ lurking, 
And will, too, e'en hy force, from time to time, 
A lüctim hare. Alas! I have tbis time 
Appeas'd bis anger at my friend's expense. 
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L B N O B A. 

Tilou hast t)0 long for strangers toil'd th^^self, 
And after their thoughls regulated thlae; 
Now that thou seest thy friratls agun, ihou dost 
Mistake (hem, and, as with a stranger, rekon. 

jLDTONIO. 

11s there, my lovely fiiend, the danger lies! 
For when with strangers, ve collect onrselves; 
We make remarks , and in their favour seek 
Oor aim, that they may be at length of use. 
ÜVith friends we let onrselves all freely go, 
We rest upon their love and we allow 
Ourselves a hnmonr; passion nnrestrain'd 
Doth work, and thus at first we injure those 
Whom we may love with wärmest tendemess. 

LEO NORA. 

In iUs dispasüonate con»deration 

1 gladly find thee qiüte thyself again. 
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ANTONIO. 



Yet it uuioys me, 1 must e'en confeas, 
That I so whoUy lost myself to-day: 
But yet avow, that «hen an active man, 
With heated brow from bitter toil retarns, 
And late at eve, in hiä selecled shade, 
Intends for new faiiguea to rest himself, 
But finds that hy aome idier hia retreat 
Is far and wide possess'd, shall he not find 
Some human feeling rise mthin his breast? 



If he is tmly hnman, he will share. 

In joy, big leafy canopy with one 

Who sweetent) his repose, änd Üghtens too 

His toil by conrersation'g loTeliest tones. 

The tree is wide, my friend, that gives the shade, 

And DO one needs enother to snpplant! 

AHTONIO. 

Vfe will noi, Leonora, to and fro 
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Thns with a simile amuse onrseWes; 
For many Ihings there are in Ihis low world, 
Wluch oft we are compeird lo share with othen; 
Ther« ia a treasure which we yieid alone 
Unt« the high-deserving ; but there is 
Another still, of which we nerer yield 
Uoto the most deserring with good-will: 
If after these two treasures thou dost ask, 
Thty are the lastel, and für woman's lore. 

LBORORA. 

Hath yonder wreath apon oar stripling's brow 

The serious man ofFended ? Could'st thou find 

For all bis toil and beauteoua poesy 

A more retir'd and modest recompense ? 

For aure a merit that is all unearthly, 

Thut floata in air, and is in tones alone 

And lightest imagea around oar sool 

Enchantingly entwind, should be with forms 

And lovely tokens onl^ recompens'd : 

And as be scarcely deigns to touch the earth, 

So doth this high reward scarce touch bis brow! 
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A dry, iinfruitrul twig is the reward, 
The barren and the gainlesä incUnation 
Of those, who honour him, presents ; and thus 
Dischargetj in the lightest way their <1ebt. 
Thou dost not lo the pictur'd mart^T gnidge 
The golden radiance round his hairless liead; 
And where the laurel-wreath appears to thee , 
'Ti» inore a sign of sorrow than of joy! 

ANTONIO. 

Ferhaps your lovely lips wonld teach me now 
The woild'ä anfmitful vanity to scom. 

LBONORA. 

To prize each good according to its worth 

I need not teach thee; yet it woutd appear, 

From time to time, the wise man would require, 

Just as another, that the goods he halh 

Be in their real light displa^d to him. 

Tliou noblest man, thou witt not malte a claim 

After an airy phantom of renown. 

The Services hy which thou bind'st thy prince, 
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B^ which thy niim'roas friends are bound to thee, 

Are workiag, and sre Unng, — thus mns^ be 

As real, and as living, thdr reward. 

Tby laurel is the princeljr confidence, 

Which, on Uiy shoalders bome sublime and light, 

Repo'ses as a fresh imfading burdoi: 

Beliance utÜTersal is Üiy fame. 

ANTONIO. 

Bot of the faTonr of the fair thoo nought 
Hast sud; — wilt thoa paint this snperflaous? 

LEOHORA. 
Tis as one takes it Thoa would'st feel do want, 
And it were lighter too, wert Ihou depriVd, 
Than it woald be for yonder worthy man 
For fhink'sf thou diat a woman vonld succeed, 
, Who afiter her own fashion car'd for thee, 
And andertook for thee to task herseif? 
Order and certainfy with thee are all , 
Thoa carest for thyself as for another; 
Thon ha<it what we would give to thee. Bat he 
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Employs ns in our own depaTtment; he 
Requires a thoosand tiifles, fo snpply 
Which womaii gladly occapies herself. 
The finest lia«i, and a dlken Test 
Somewhaf embroiderd, doth he gladly wear. 
He gladly sees himself array'd — nay more^ 
Ignoble stuff that bnt befltg the koave 
He will not on his person bear, fsr all 
Must be to him fine, beauleons, noble, good. 
And yet he halh no tqfttnesa to procnre 
All thU himseir; nor if he has it, e*en 
To keep it long; he erer feeb the want 
Or carefulnesa and money; now he leares 
A garmeut here, now there: he ne'er retnnis 
From an excnrdon that he hath not lost 
The third of his efFects: and theo p«rhap» 
Hin servant robs him: thm, Antonio, 
We haTe for him (he whole year round to care. 

ANTONIO. 

This care doth make him dearer and more dear. 
Oh! happy yotith, to whom hb failings are 
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As v'irtaes counted, and to whom as man 

*Tis prettily allow'd to pla; the boy, 

Who dares hiä öwn enchanting weakness boast! 

Thou would'st, I know, forgive me, beaoteous friend, 

If I were e'en a little bitter here. 

Thou saj'st not all, and SAyst not what he dares, 

And that he shrewder is than what we think. 

He Taunts himself of two flames ! binds the knofs 

And looses them again , and thus succeeds 

By such contrivances such faearts to win. 

S»y, is it credible? 

LBOSrORA. 

Good ! diere's the proof 
It is but friendship that inspirea as bolh. 
But if we eren lore for love exchang'd 
Should we not justlj' recompense that heart 
Which, in obUvion of itself , but lives 
In lovely dreams conceded to its friends ? 

ANTONIO. 
Yes! only spoil him erer more and more. 
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And let his selfiähnesa avail as love. 
Affront yoixr friends, who with a soul sincere 
To ye devote themselves; a tribute ^teld 
All self-impos'd nnto Uie proud; destroj 
The circle fair of social confidence! 

LEON o RA. 

Yet we are not so partial as thoa tlünk'st; 
Iii many cases we exhort onr friend ; 
We wish to form him, that he may enjoj . 
Himüelf the more and yield himself the more 
To be enjoy'd hy otbers. Yet what is 
To bJame in him is not conceal'd from us. 

ANTONIO. 

And yet ye praise too much vhat is to blame. 
IVe known him long, he is so qnlck to know, 
And 13 too haughty to conceal himself. 
'Tis now he sinks within himself, as though 
The worid were in his bosom, and as if 
His World were qoite enough for htm, while all 
Around him dlsappears. He lets it go, 
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Thrnsts it away, and rests within hitnself; 
TheD sometimes, as a spark all-unobserv'd 
Kindles the mine, or be it joy, or pain, 
Anger or whim, he hastily breaks out. 
Then vill he seize on all, and all possess, 
Then must he do whate'er his fancy -wills; 
And in one moment must originale 
What lengthen'd years should tranquilly prepare; 
And in a moment, foo, see plan d away 
llVhat toil could scarce in eenturies undo. 
He from himself th' impossible demands, 
That lie may dare from others ask it too. 
The last extremes of all things would hie mind 
Connect together; which can scarce sncceed 
To one among a million of mankind, 
And he is not the man; he falls at last. 
Nothing improv'd, info. himself again. 

LBONORA. 
He harms not others, bnt annoys himüelf. 
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ANTONIO. 

And yet he injures oßiers buf (oo miich. 
Can'st ihou deny the passion, which is wont 
To setze him qnickly, which he e'en would dare 
Upon the prince, or e'en the priiicess' seif, 
On whomsoe'er it chanc'd, profanely vent? 
Tis true bat für a moment — yet, enoogh — 
The moment comes too soon again : he checks 
His lips as little as the foant of thought 

LBONOBA. 
I think perhaps if he from hence awhilß 
Were to withdraw himself, it would no doubt 
For hün be nsefol, and for oUiers too. 

ANTONIO. 
Perhaps— perhaps, too, not Yet 'tis not now 
The time to think thereon. For I will not 
Upon my Shoulders lay the fault. It might 
Appear as if 'twas I that drove, him forth — 
And I, — I drive him not. For with my will 
9 * 
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He calmly may remain in fhis onr court. 
And if he will be reconcit'd with me, 
And if . he can but follow vay advice, 
Then may we live together traii(|[uilly. 

L B N A A. 

Thou hopest now to work upon a mind, 
VVhich lately seem'd to thee beyond redemption. 

ANTONIO. 

We alwayij hope, and 'tis far better too 
In ev'ry thing to hopeihan to despair: 
For who can connt upon contingencies ? 
He is of Service to oür prince, and most 
Remain; — and if we try in vain to mould him, 
He's not the only one with whoni we bear. 

L BONOS A. 

I deem'd thee not so free ii-om prejudice 

And passion; — thoa hast soon regained composare. 
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ANTONIO. 

Age hath ihis one attvantage,, that altho' 

It ma^ perchance have err'd, at ieast it sooa 

Repairs its wrong. At first 'twas ihou that didst 

Essay to recoticile thy friend with me. 

Tis now my turn to sne. Do what thon can'sf 

That he may soon regain his self-possession, 

And all may be on eqnal terms again. 

I will myself repiür to hiin as soon 

As I shall learn from thee he is appeased, 

As soon as thou art certadn that my presence 

Will not encrease the evil. What thou dost; 

Tliat do withia this very hoor : Alphonso ' 

Retracks his steps this erening to the city, 

And I attend him. So meanwhile, farewell. 



r'.:,t,:,:kv, Google 



134 TOa<lUATO TASSO. 



S C E N B V. 

L B N O B A. — (JUme.) 

For um time, vorthy friend, we are not one; 
For my adrantage goes not hand in hand 
Witfi thine to-day. But ho! I must employ 
This üme in mnning Tasso. Onwards, on. 
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ACT IV. 



TA880. — {Mone.) 

Art ihou aWaken d from a dream, and hath 

That Mr Illusion leß thee all at once? 

Hath after such a day of boundless joy 

A sleep oppress'd thee — doth it torture nöw 

And hold thy äoni in fetters ? Yes, 'tiü tme 

Thou art awake, and dream'st; but where are they, 

Thoije hours that play'd with garlands 'round thy brow ? 

The «lays when with a longing unrestrain'd 

Thy soul was wont to pierce th' expanded heav'a? 

And yet thou lireat, and art struggling still 

To feel thyself; thou feelest — knowing not 

Whether thou art alive or no. The guilt, 

Say, is it mine, or is 't anothet» guilt, 
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That I am here coniin'd as culpableP 

Have I theo sino'd, that I must sufTer so ? 

Or is not rather my whole fault a merit? 

I look'd on him, ind huriied b;^ good-will 

And bj a hope-deluded heart conceived, 

That he who bore a mortal image mu<<t 

Be man. I flew to him with open arms, 

But found a lock and bars, no bosom there. 

Oh! Ihen I had so cleverlj contrived 

How I might best receive the man, whom I 

Suspected from the earliest time ! — But yet 

Whate'er may happen at the last, 1 shall 

For ever cling unto the certainty. — 

IVe Seen her! yes; — she stood before my view! 

She spake to me, and I have heard her voice! 

Her lock, her tone, her words most iorely eense 

Eternally are mine; nor time, nor fate, 

Nor fortune's wild caprice can rob me of them: 

And if mj mind too quickly rais'd itself, 

And all too quick I let mj bosom's flame 

Have air, which now alas ! consumes mysejf, 

\et can I not repent^ e'en if in life 
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My destin'd fortune should be marr'd for ever. 

To her I was devoted — foUow'd gnylj 

The hint that to destruction summon'd me. 

Be it! since I have shown that I deserv'd 

The confidence that still revives me, jea! 

Revives me e'en in this sad hour, which opes 

To me hy force the gloomy gates of woe 

lolenninable. Yes 'tis o*er! The sun 

Of fairest favo,ur halb for ever set 

On me; the prince hath bis benign regard 

Withdrawn from me, and coldlj lefit me here 

To stand forlom upon this small dark path. 

That execrable, double-dealing tribe, 

The odious tram of antiqnated night, 

Swanning before me shrieks aroond my head. 

Oh ! where, oh ! wherc can I direct my steps, 

To äy from that abhorrence bnzzing sonnd, 

And shnn th' abysa that gapes so wide before me ? 
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S C E N E U. 

LBONOBA. — TASSO. 
LBONOBA. 

Say what hath happen'd, Tasso? whither hath 
Thy zeal and thy unjust suspicioa nrg^'d thee? 
Wliat hath befall'n? We all remain confus'd;- 
Thy softness, and ihy social qualities, 
Thy rapid ken, th^ well-pois'd understanding, — 
Which makes the« give to evaj one his due, — 
Thy equanlmil^, — which bears what somi 
Is hy the noble, nerer b^ the vain, 
Acquir'd, a ptudeot ^Ternment of tongue: — 
M^ friend, 1 almost have mi^taken thee. 



Yes, bnt snppose that now the whole is lost! 

And that a friend, whom once thou thoughtest rieh, 

Thou, all at once, hast foond to be a beggar. 
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"Wellf thoD art right; I am no more m^self; 

And yet I am, as mach as I was ever. 

It seems a iiddle, yet if is not one. 

The tranquil moon, that pleases thee b^ night, 

And with its beam re»istlessty allures 

Thine ej'es, Üiy feeUngs, floats the Uve-Iong da^ 

An iosignificant and pallid cloud. 

I am outdazzled by the glance of 6a.y. 

Ye know me not — I know myself no more. 



1 do Dot nnderstand thy words, my friend, 
As thon dost ntter them. Explain thyself; 
Say, hath this nigged man's offence so vex'd 
And mortally offended thee, that thon 
Mistak'gt thyself and us? Confide in me. 

T A B 8 0. 

It U not 1 that am offended; thou 
Dost see me ponish'd here, becanse I have 
Offended; light and qiück the sword can loose 
The knols of many words; 1 am a captive: 
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Thou scarce dost know, yet shrink not, g«ntle lad^, 
Tis in a prison that thou meet'st thy friend. 
Like froward boy the prince chastises me; — 
I will not plead with him, 'tis not my nght. 

L E o K o B A. 
Thon seem'üt more mov'd than thoa in jiutice shouldsf be. 



Think'st thon me then so weak, — so mach a clüld,- 

That such a trifle could disturb my peace? 

It b not what is done annoys me so, 

lÜs what it signifies that vexes me. 

Let my detractors and my foes alone! 

Unlimited and open ig the field. 

LEONORA. 

Thou falsely dost snspect ; too many far, — 
Of that 1 am convtnc'd ; — Antonio, too 
Is not thine enemy. — To-day's dispute — 

T A B 8 o. 
1 lay that quite aside, and only take 
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Antonio as he was, and as he \s. 

His stiff unbending pradence chafes me so. 

And that he ever will enact the master, 

Instead of searching^ if the hearer's miiid 

Proceeds itselF on proper tracks. Of much 

He would instnict thee, that thyself thon feelest 

Ueeper and better, — and will hear no word 

Thou wonld'st advance, — and yet mistakes thee erer. 

To be mistaken hy a haughty man, 

Who, smiling, thinks beyond thy ken tQ see! 

I am not yet so caolious nor so old, 

To merelj raise a patient coanter-smile : 

Early or late, — it could not hold together, — 

We must have Iirok'n ; the iater too it were, 

The worse it would have been. One lord alone 

I recognise; the lord that fosters me, 

Him I obey, but will no master eise. 

1 will be free in thought and poesy, 

The world in action strughtens as enough. 

LBONORA. 

And yet how of he speaks in praise oft thee. 
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Thou wonldest with forbearance say; — so shrewd,— 

And thaf distracts me too, — he ever knows 

To speak with such conditions, and so smooth; 

So that his commendation is but blame; 

For nought more deepl; injures than the praise 

Of his false lipf. 

LEO NORA. 

Thon should'st have heard, my friend, 
How he but lately held discourse of thee, 
And of the talents bounteons Nature's band 
Beyond her wont had granted thee. He feit 
AU that thou art, and hast, — and priz'd it too. 

TA SSO. 

Rely on me, a selfish soul caa ne'er 

Escape from narrow envy'g goadiug pang; 

And such a man maj easilj forgiye 

Both wealth, and rank, and honour; for he thinks 

All thut he hath, or hath it when he will, — 
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When he is steady, or when fortune siniLes : 
Yet that which Xatare can alone concede. 
And which to ev'ry toil and ev'ry strif« 
Is Ktill unreachable, which neither g^old 
Nor perseverance, pmdence, nor the sword 
Can e'er extort, that will he ne'er forgiTC. 
Doth he not grudge it me, whose rigid mind 
The Muse's favour thinks lo seize hy force? 
Who, when h« hath the thoughts of many a batd 
Woven together, deenns himself a poet? 
The prince's favour he 'more gladly ^elds, 
(Which still he would confine apon himself,) 
Than that rare talent which ihe heav'nly host 
lipon the poor and orphan jouth bestow'd 



Oh ! wonid that f hou coold'ät see as clear as I ! 
Thou speak'st in ignorance of his character. 



And if I err, I err niost wülingly! 

I diink on him, as oii'my deadliest foe; 
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And should be mconsolable, were I 
Oblig'd fo thinlc of him indulgently. 
'Tis fooUsh alwa^s to be just. It is 
To ravage and destroy oneselF. Are men 
Tow'rds US so ever just! oh! no, oh! no! 
Mankind require within their narrow breasts 
The double sentiment of love and hale. 
Is not die night as needfnl as the Aay ? 
And sieep as wakefulness ! From henceforthl 
Most deem him — object of my deepest hate; 
And nought can ever tear away the joy 
I strongly cherish, vilely and more vilely 
To tl)ink of him. 

L B N O B A. 
If thou wilt not, my . friend, 
Relax in thi» opinion, I scarce nee 
How thon can'st longer at the court remain. 
Thou know'st hi» worth, and what it e'er mnst be. 



I know too well, xoy klnd and beanteons friend, 
How long I have been deem'd superfloons here. 
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LBOnOBA. 

That thon art not, nor can'^t thon ever be so! 

ThoQ know'st füll well how glad ihe prince and princeaa 

Hare erer been lo lire with Ihee; and if 

Their sistet of Urbmo comes, she comes 

As mucb for thine as for her kinsmea's sake; — 

Of thee they all tbink well and equally, 

And each withont restriction trnsts to thee. 



Oh! Leonora, what » trust is that? 

Say, halb he ■ of bis State a Single Word, 

An earnest word, excbang'd vdth me? There came 

An incUvidual case, on wlüch be e'en 

While I was preseut witb his sister spoke, 

Adris'd with otbers, never qoestion'd me. 

Twas erer tben the cry, Antonio comes! 

Antonio, we most write! Antonio, ask! 

LBONOR A. 

Instead of thanlüng him, thou art resoh'd. 
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Tomiinnnr: — white he gives thee boimdless fredom — 
He cannot proffer fhee a greafer honor. 



He thioks me uüeless, and allows lue rest. 

LEONOKA. 

Thou art not nseless, even shoutdst fhou rest — 
So long as thou wilt fondle strife and care, 
As a beloved child, upou thy breast, — 
(I oft have thought of it, and as I will 
May think of it^, on this enchanted soil, 
Where fav'riug fortune seem'd to plant thee firm, 
Thou canst not flourtsh. Dare I speak it ont, 
And counsel thee ? Oh ! Fljr from hence away ! 



Thou sweet physician, do not spare the äck! 
Reach htm his medicine, nor reflect if U 
Perchance he bitter. But consider only, 
Is it a eure? Mj good, my prudent fnend! 
I see it clear myself; ye», all is past: 
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Him 1 conld well forgire, bnt he not me: 

TbejrVe need of him, but not, alas! of me. 

And he' is wise, and I, alas! am npt. 

He is debtro^ing rae, — yet I nor can, 

Nor will attempt a counter-work- My friendü, — 

They iet it pass, or see it otherwinie; 

They scarce resist, yet ought to stniggle hard. 

Thon think'st 1 ithoald away : I think it too ; 

So fare thee well! I masl endure ihis loö: 

¥e will be sever'd from me; oh! may strength, 

E^abling me to part from you be giv'n me. 

LBONORA. 

Things, which when view'd too near petplex the soul, 
Display fhemselves more parely at a distance. 
Perhaps thoa wilt discover what a love 
Surrounded Ihee, and what a treasure is 
The trne fidelity of friends, and how 
The World cannot replace onr nearest ties. 
That we shall try! and yet 1 know the world 
From earliest yoath, how lightly it will leave us 
10* 
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AU-helplesa -and alone, and go its vfay 
Like snn and mooa and other deities. 

LBONORA. 

If thon wilt oa\y list to me, my friend, 

Thou never shalt repeat this sad experience. 

Were 1 to coonsel Uiee, thou first would'st go 

To Florence; there a friend most faithfuUy 

Will watch Ihy welfare. Yet be not alanned; 

*Fi8 1 myself. I shortly travel thithcr 

To meet my wedded lord; and noaght for him 

And me can I more pleasingly prepare, 

Than if I inU-oduce tliee to onr circle. 

I add not one word more, thou know'st thyself 

To what a noble prince thou wilt be near, 

What glorious men and what enchanting dames 

That lovely cily nurseth in it» bosom. 

Thou 'rt silent? Oh! betlünk tbee well! resolve. 



Tis all alluring what thou teilest me, 
And in accordance with my secret wish; 
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And yet it is too new; 1 beg of thee 

To let me think, — I mod shall have resolred. 

L BON OKA. 

Xhen I shall go with fairest hope away 
For thee, for us, and for this princely house. 
Reflect; and if thon rightly dost reflect, 
It will be hard to form a better plan. 



Yet anäwer me agiün, my lovel;y friend; 

Hoff is the pnncess minded tow'rdä me now? 

Was she indignant with mei* did she speak? 

8ay, ^d she blame me much? Pray, freely teil me. 

LBONOBA. 
She knows thee ; thm ehe fonnd a qiück excuse. 



Have 1 her favoar lost? Oh! flatter not 
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LEON OB A. 



Woman's regard 13 not thas pla/d away. 



Will ehe dismras me g'ladl^ when I go? 



LEON OB A. 



Yes; if it shoald conduce — to thy advantage. 



And shall 1 not have lost die prince's faror? 



I.EONOBA. 



Thon inay'st repose upon lüs nobleness. 



And shall w« leave the princess all alloneP 
Thon goest away; and though I am not mncli, 
I know that yet I was a somettüng to her. 
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LBONOBA. 
An absent frieiid hath sweet companiomhip 
With US, wheD e'er we know that he is happy: 
And it succeedä, I se« thee happj now; 
Thou wilt not go in discontent froin lience, 
Antonio seeks thee bj bis lord's comniancl. 
He hlames bimself ihe bitternes», with which 
He wounded thee. I pray thee, when he comeä, 
Receive bim calmlj and composedly. 



I dare, in ev'ry sense, before bim stand. 

L E N o B A. 
And ob! may Heav'n aliow me, worthy friend, 
To open yet tbine eyes before thou goest; 
To sbew that no one in thy fatber-land 
Pursueä, or hates, or e'en in secret taunts thee! 
Tbou snrely errest, and as once thou didst 
Conipose for others, — now tbou dost.compoiie 
An unimaginable . web to vex 
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Thyself. .Bnt 1 will ose my utmost powV 
To rend it wide asunder, — that uncarb'd 
Thon ma^st on Ufe's refulgent path-way roam. 
Farewell! I soon shall hope a happy word. 



SCßNE lU. 

T A 8 s o. — (^Aloae.) 



I miist acknowledge — what? (hat no one hales— 

No one purmes me; ev'ry artifice, 

And ev'ty secret web, is spun and wovea 

In die still Chambers of my brain alone! 

I must, besides, avow that 1 am wrong! 

And oft do wrong to many, who deserve 

It not from me ! and that I most avow, 

When 'fore mine cyes the son as c'early shows 

My boundless right as thetr malicious wrong! 

And I must deeply feel the prince receives me 

Wilh a most bountiful and gracioas hand, 



3.n.iizedby Google 



ScGifE Ui. A BRAHA. 153 

Bestowing with rieh measure gifte upon me, 
The vejy moment when he, weak enöugh, 
Allows mine enemies to dim his eyea, . 
And donbtlessly his hands to fetter too! 

And yet he cannot see he is betrayed; 
Nor can I fairly prove there are betrayers; 
Bat that he calml^ may betrag himself. 
And they more easily betray him too, 
I shoald be still, nay shoald withdraw myädf. 

Who gives me this advice? and artfully 

Wilh honest, kind opinions, presses me? 

Tis Leonora Saniitale's seif, 

The tender friend! Ha! ha! I know thee now! 

0, wherefore did 1 ever tmst her lip? 

She was not honest when ehe shew'd me erst 

So mach of favonr and of tendemess, 

With sweetest words ! Ah ! no, she was, and is 

A crafty creature; she hath ever turned 

Tow'rds favour with a gentle, cautious step. 

How oft have I most willingly deceiv'd 
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Myself for theel and jet in fact it was 
But vanity that did deceive me. Well! 
I look'd her through, and in self-riattery saüd, 
Tow'rds others she is so; but yet tow'rds thee 
She hath a true and open heart display'd: 
I see it well, and only see too late: 
I then was favoord, and she gently lean'd 
Upon the favour'd one. But now I fall, 
She tums her back oa me, as Fortune does. 
And now she comes, the engine of my foes, 
And glides along wtth hi-ising serpent tongue, — 
The Httle artrul snake, what magic tonesl 
How lorely look'd she! lovelier than ever! 
How well each word did sit npon her lip ! 
Yet flatt'ry could not long conceal from me 
Her false intentions; on her brow appear'd 
The contrary of all she. sjioke inscrib'd 
In clearest characters. 1 feel it soon,- 
Whene'er Ihe way to reach iny heart is songhf, 
And not sought heartily. I should away! 
And should all speedilj lo Florence go! 
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And vhy to Floreace? Ah! 1 see il well; 

There reigns the Medici's but new-fonn'd house; 

Tnie, not Ferrara's open enemy; 

Yet silent Envy liolda with chilling: hand 

The most exalted characters asunder — 

Should I receive from yonder noble prince 

Di^nguiäh'd markä of favour, (as in truth 

I might expect) the courtiers soon would render 

My pure and lasUng gratilude suspected! 

Yes! I will go, bot not where ye desire; 

1 will away, but faither than ye tliink. 

What should 1 here? or, who can hold me back? 

Too well I nnderstood each single word 

That I allur'd from Leonora's lip! 

From sjllable to syllable 1 caught 

It all, and now know how the princeäs thtnks. 

Yes, yes, that too is certain; doubt it not! 

*'^e gladly will disniiss me, when I go, 

"If it conduces to my good." Oh might 

She rather feel ä passton In her heart, 
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Which could my welfare and myself destroy! 
E'eQ deatb ehould be more welcome than that hand, 
Wlüch coLd and stiff de^erts me. Yeti, 1 go! 
Now guard thyself, ftnd let no seeming good, 
Or friendship false, delude thj heart! for none 
Can cheat thee, if thou chealest not th^self. 



SCENE IV. 

ANTONIO. — TASSO. 

ANTONIO. 
Tasso, 1 am come here to speak to thee, 
If thou canst heat me tranquUly. 

TASSO. 

Thou knowst 
It is forbidden me to act; — it doth 
Therefote become me well to wa'it and listen. 

ANTONIO. 
I find thee as compos'd as I might wish, 
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And gladly speak to thee with heart at ease: 
But in the prince's name 1 first mnst loose 
The trivial bonds that seem'd to fetter thee. 



The despotism that boimd me makes me free: 
I take my liberty, — nor ask for justice. 

A N T H I o. 

Now for myself I say, Ihave, it seems, 
More seriousl^ offended thee by speech, 
Than 1, hy maay a passion mov'd mj^self 
Imagin*d. Yet no cold, insulting word 
Unheedinglj' escap'd my angry Ups; — 
ThoD, as a genlleman, need'st no revenge; 
And wik not, aa a man, refose thy panloii. 



Which is more harsh, vexation or contempt, 
I will not now inqaire: the one infltcts 
An inward wound, the other sears the brow. 
The arrow of contempt tnms back on him 
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Which cannot well by letten be accomplish'd; 
Bnt presence aoon can loose a web of knote. 

I thonght to aak the prince myself to-day, 
Bul fonnd no opporfunity, and dare 

Not now; yet hope Üiro' Uiee Ib have pennission. 

ANTONIO. 

II seems not thrifty lo absent thyself 
The Tery moment when thy fimsh'd werk 
Commends thee to tbe princess and the prince: 
A day of fiavoar's like a harrest-day; 

We must be occupied, so soon 'tis gone! 
if theo withdraw'st thjijelf, thoti will obtain 
Nothing; — perhaps will lose thy present gatn. 
For Presence is a goddess of vast powV: 
Learn, then, to know her influence, and stay! 



Nonght need alarm me, for Alphonso's bouI 
Is noble, and he's always great to me. 
I wish to thank bis heart alone for what 
1 hope ; I will not basely ciinge, nor fawii . 



3.n.iizedby Google 



161 



To win \äs favoor; I will nought receiTe, 
Which e'er he conld repent Uiat he had giTu. 



Then ask him not to let thee go. If he 

Should grant ihy pta/w — 't will not be willingly; 

1 almost fear he will rernse outright. 



He '11 do it willingly when rightly ask'd, 

And thou hast pow'r to gidn it if thou woold'st. 

ANTONIO. 
Teil me tbe reasons that I can p'roduce. 

tasso. . 

In ev'ry stanza let my poem speak! 
The plan is landable, e'en though the um 
My hiimble pow'r may ne'er at length attain. 
In diligence and toU there wanted uoaght: 
The Btroll serene of many a beauteous day, 
The sUent ^ace of many a sable night, 
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Was all deroted to tiiis holy lay. 

The migfaty maslers of the prior world 

1 shüy hop'd to aear; and boldly plann'd 

To rouse froin lengthend sleep to noble deeds 

Our own contemporaries ; then, perhaps, 

Join'd with a noble Christian host, to share 

The fame and dang^er.of a lioly war. 

Bat if my lay would wake the best of men, 

It must be worth; of the best of men: 

I owe Alphonso all that I have done; 

Let me now thank him for the ending tooP 

AS TON 10. 

The prince, and others, ever are at band 
To guide thy steps as well as Romans could: 
Accomplish here thy work; Ws here the place; 
Aud hasten then to gain appiause at Rome, 



Alphonso first inspir'd m^ and will be, 
Donbtless, the last that will instnict my n 
And ihj advice, the counsel of the men 
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Our court assembles, 1 most higMy price. 

¥e shall decide, where'er my friends at Rome 

Cannol coinpletely bring me to (heir views. 

Bat these I must see. For Gonzaga hath 

Assembled there a conclave, where at first 

I must present myself. I ijcarcelj can 

Await its sentence; 'tis Angelio, 

Antoniano, and Speron Speroni! 

Thou »urety know*Kt them, and what names they are! 

Both coniidence and ardour on my mind 

Flow in, and it oheyB most willingly. 

ANTONIO. 
Tbon think'st but on thyself, and not the prince: 
1 teil thee, tbat he will not let thee go; 
And if he does, 't will he against his will. 
But thou will not desire what he woald grant 
Unwillingly. Sball 1 then warmly mediale 
That which 1 caonot commead myseK? 

* T A 8 8 0. 

Wilt thon refose me then my first request,. 
When I desire to prove äty proflfer'd friendship? 
11* 
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ANTONIO. 

Refusing at the proper time is proof 
Of tmest friendship: Lore doth oft confer 
A noxious good, when more npon the wish, 
Than on the asker's mterest, it thinks. 
Thou seemest at the moment to esteem 
That good, which thou so hastily de^n-est, 
And instantly would have Ihy wish fulfill'd. 
The erring one for what he wants io trulh, 
And Btrength, hy violence would compensate 
Duty demands of me to check with all 
My pow'r the haste that urges thee to ill. 



Too long have I endur'd the tjraiiny 
Of friendship, which of all the tyrannies 
To me is most nnbearable ! Thy thoughts 
Are otherwiae, and therefore .thou supposest 
Thj thoughts are right. I gladly recogmse 
Thou woold'st my welfare; do not, too, desire 
That 1 should o'nly find it in ihy vay. 
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Alul shall I instand^, in calm cold blood, 
With füll and clear conviction injure theeP 



I soon will free ihee from this apprehension! 

Thou canst not hold me back with words like these; 

Thou hast declar'd me free; these doors, that lead 

Unto the prince, are open to me uow. 

I leave to diee ihe choice. Or thou, or I! 

The prince goes forth. There U no time to tarry 

Besolve, decide! If thou goest not, 1 will 

Myself adventure, be it as it may. 

ANTONIO. 

Let me beseech of thee a little time, 
And do but wüt his Highness's return ! 
And onl/ not to-day ! 



Thii very hour, 
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Now when 'tis possible! My foot-sole buras 

Upon this marble pavement; my spirit 

Cui nerer find repoae, until the free 

Wa/s dust snrrounds me, as 1 haste alon^. 

1 pray thee! for thou seeest how nnfit 

I am to speak at present with my lord; 

Thon see'st, (for how alas! can 1 conceal it) 

1 am no tonger master of myself, 

And no terrestial pow'r can govern me. 

T\s only fetters that can hold me-now! 

AIphonso*s not a tyrant; he declared 

Me free. How gladly once I heard his Toice ! 

To-day I. cannot hear it. Leave me now 

In freedom, that my senses niay retum, 

I soon shaU seek again the path of duty. 

ANTONIO. 

Thoo mak'st me döbious. What is to be done? 
1 see how fast thy wild delnsion spreads. 



If Ihou wonldst bare me think- theo plannest good 
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For me, accomplish my deaire, z$ sure 

Thou canst; the prince will let me go with pleamre, 

And 1 shall lose nor favour nor protectioa; 

For such a boon I will retum thee thanks. 

Bot if thou cherishest aa ancient grud^, 

And wouldsl for ever banish me from court, 

And everlaslinglj o'ertorn my fortune, 

And on the wide world drive jne helpletis forth, 

Remain in thy intentton, and resist! 

ANTONIO. 

Since thea 'tis fated 1 should injure thee, 

ru clioose the way thou choosest for thyself; 

liVhich of US errs, th' event will soon decide! 

Thou mit away! and I foretell thee now, 

Scarce hast thou turn'd thy back npon this house, 

Before thy bosom longeth to retuni, 

Thy obslinacy still will drive thee on: 

At Rome confusion, melancholy, grief, 

Await thee: here and there thon'lt miss thy aim. 

I say not this to counsel thee again; 

I but predict vrhat soon will come to pass; 
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Beforehand I invile thee usw. to place 

Thy confidence in me, whate'er may happen,- 

Now I'll address the prince, as thou desireet. 



S C E N E V. 

T A S 8 o. — {jilone.) 



Yes, only go, and ^ asaur'd away, 

That thoD hast powr to lead me as thou wilt. 

rm taught dissimutation, fdr thou art 

A might^ master, and I quickl^ leam 

Thus life compels os to appear, yea, e'en 

To be, like those whom boldly, and with pride, 

We could despise. How clearlj' see 1 now 

The courtly web 's extended arUfice ! 

Antoiüo strireü to nrge me hence away, 

Yet will not seem as if he drove me forth. 

He plays (he part of caution and reserve, 
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That I may seein ill-tempered and untoward. 
He calls himself mj gaardian, that he may 
Direct me like a baby, when he finda 
I will not be his slaTe. Tis thns the prince 
And princess look on me with clonded brow. 

They ought to keep me, he pretends; for Natnre 

With fairest merit hath endow'd me ; — yet 

Alas! with many hnman weaknesses 

She hath these noble gifts accompanied; 

With boundless pride, with narrow gloomy miud, 

And with excess of sensibitity. 

It cannot now be ofherwise, for once 

That fate hath thus the individual form'd, 

We must consent to take him as he is, — 

Be patient with him, bear him, yea, perhaps, 

As nnexpected gain receive from him 

What joy in some propitions honr may bring; 

As for the rest, a» chance halb brought him forth, 

So must we let tum live, and let him die. 

Is that the ßnnness of Alphonso's sonl, 
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IVho braves his foe, and taiily gaanls his friend? 
And do I know him as he meets nie now? 
Yes, well I recognise my whole misfortune! 
Such is my destinj' : they Avhe ranain 
To others, iirm, reäolv'd, and tnie, — alaa! 
Are by Ihe slighlest whisper chang'd to me. 

Hath not the Coming of this man alone 
My whole success in oiie short hour degtroy'd? 
And halh he not my fortune's edifice 
From its most deep foundation overthrown? 
Must 1 experience that ? must 1 to-day ? 
As, all press'd on me once, . so alt desert 
Me now : as each one tried before to Iure 
Me to himself, and etrove to cling to me; 
Each one avoids me now, and thnists me off. 
And wherefore so ? doth he outbalance then 
Alone the scale of my deserts, and all 
The love which I possess'd so richly once? 

Yes, all avoid me now! Thou, too! thou, too! 
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Frincess beloy'd; Ihon, too, withtlrawst thy^elfl — 

She halb not e'en, in fhese sad hours, youchsafd me 

One Single token, to bespeak her favonr. 

Have I de^erv'd it from her? thou poor heart, 

To whom U was bo natural to love her! 

IF 1 but heard her voice, what new sensatioos 

Darted in thrilling speechlessness accross 

My bosom! — Gaz'd I on her, then the light 

Of day was diin for mej "her ejes, her ups, 

Had such an alt-reäistless charm for me; 

My trembling limba scarce bore their wonted bürden, 

And I reqnir'd my spiritg ntmost strength 

To sare ine from prostration at her feet. 

1 scarce coold dissipate this giddiness. 

Yet here, hold fast my heart! ihou cloudleas mind, 

Become not here o'erclouded! yes, she too! 

Dare I avow it? for I scarce believe it; — 

Yes, I believe it but loo much, and might 

Be silent now. She too ! excnse her if 

Thou canst, — but do not hide frora thee — she too! 

Aias! this word, of which I onght to doubt 
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As Long as lives in me one breath of faith, 
This word engraves itself, like Fate'i- decree, 
lipon the brazen rim that circles round 
The torment-tablet full-inscrib'd with woe. 
My foes are for the first time slrong, and I 
Am reft of strength for ever. How shoold I 
ÜVithstand them, when amid the hostile ranks 
She 19 enroll'd? How patiently await, 
When ijhe extends me not her, band, nor meets 
My suppliant look with sympathetic gaze ? 
Tbou dar'st to think it, and hast spoke it too, 
And it 19 tme, or thon couldst not have feat'd it! 
And now, before Despair doth lacerate 
Thy reason with its iron claws, — bewait 
The hardness of thy bitter destuiy, — 
Kepeat, repeaf albne, Bhe too! she too! 
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AC T V. 

S C E N E I. 

A flord«). 
ALPHOnSO. — ANTONIO. 

A R T O H I O. 

I weot ai thy desire a second time 
To speak with Tasso, and come from him now. 
1 have exhorted him, yea, press'd him hard; 
But still his sentiments remain unchang'd; 
He bids me pray thee eamesfly, to grant 
Him leave to visit Rome for some short time. 

ALPHONSO. 

I mnst acknowledge I am Bore annoy'd, 
And rather make avowal of my feelings 
Tfaan by concealment doidile . my vexaf ion. 
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He will theD fravel: gooid, I hold him not: 

He will away, he will to Borne; so be it! ' 

Provided only Scipio Gonzaga, 

Ot crafty Medicis, purloins him not! 

Tis this that made our Italy so great, 

That ev'ry neighhour with his neighbour stiives 

The most renown'd to cherish and employ. 

A chief without his host methink» the prince, 

Who fails to galher inen of genius round him; 

And he who liäts not to the voice of song 

Is a barbarian, be he who he may. 

Him have I found, and on him fix'd my choice; 

Yes, I am proud to have him in my train, 

And have already done too iunch for him 

Without necesäily to lose him now. 

ANTONIO. 

I am embarrass'd, for I still mnst bear 

Tore thee the blame of what has chanc'd to-day; 

I readily aTow my fault, and it 

Bemains with thee to graut a gracious pardon: 

Bnt shouldst thou think I have -not done my utmost 
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To reconcile him unto me, I should 
Be most diüconsolate. Oh! speak to me 
IVith look benign, that thus I may again 
Be calm, and feel reüance on niy-ielf. 

ALPHONBO. 

Antonio, no; for Ihat remain at rest, 

1 do ascribe it in nowise to thee: 

I see too well the feelings of the man, 

And oa\y know too well what I have done, 

How inuch I spar'd him, and how much forgot 

What with propriet^ I had the right 

To a^k him. Man, 'tis trne, can make himself 

Master oF much; and o'er the human mind 

Distress and lengthen'd time can scarce prevail. 

ANTONIO. 

!f many are employ'd for one, 'tis fair 
That he in tum ehonid stricfl; ask himself 
How best he may promote what profits them. 
Say, ought noi he to govem and restrün 
Himself with more than double force, who hath 
So deeply form'd his talents, and at once 
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Been emulooe of ev'ry branch of knowledge, 
And each accomplishment, which is allow'd 
Frail mortals to attain? And thinks he so? 

ALPHONSO. 

We are not fated to remain at rest! 
For if we Uiink on its eiyoyment, soon 
To try our strenglh and courage, will a foe, 
To try OUT patience, will a friend he giv'n. 

ANTONIO. 

But man's first dnty ineat and drink to choose, 
ÜVhich Natnre hath not so confin'd to hin\ 
As to th' unreasoning beast, fulßls he itP 
Is he not rather, like a .child, sedac'd 
By all that pampers or that charms his taste ? 
When doth he niingle water with his wine? 
He takes in indiscriminate profosion, 
Spices and comfitures, and heating conlials, 
And then bewails Us melancholy mood, 
His hasty mettle, and lüs fever'd blood, 
And rails at Nature, and at guilüess Fate. 
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How bitterly and foolishlj hare I 

Not seen him parley oft with his phyi>iciaii: 

I could have laugh'd, if that were laughable, 

Which tortare» one man, and the other plagues. 

"I feel this sort of illness," füll of »pleen 

He says ; " Why boast so mnch jout healing art ? 

"Find me a cnre!" "Tis good," the leech replies; 

*'Shnnthis and that:" "Snch rales are much too stricL" 

'^Then take tlüs potion;" "No, it tastes so bad, 

"It wonld prodnce revulsion." — "Weil — drink water:" 

"Drink water? never! — I have ever had 

" The maniac's shuddVing dread of it. " " Then nonght 

"Can help thee:" — " Why — wliy so ?" — "Becanse some neW 

"Disorder will angment thy present sufferings, 

" And if thon dost not quickly fall a Tictitn, 

"Each daj will add unto iby growing tormenfs!"— - 

"Then to what pnrpose art thou styl'd physician.^ 

"Thon knowst my maladj", and shonlds't devise 

"A remedy, and make it palateable, 

"That I may not he forc'd to suffer first, 

" In Order to be free from suffering. " — What 

Thou laugh'st, my lord; and yet there is no doubt' 

Thou hast thj'self oft' heard it from his hps. 
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ALPBOHSO. 

I oft have heard It, and excus'd it oft 

ANTONIO. 

It is most snre, that an intemperate life, 
As it doth give us wild and heavy dreatns, 
Makes ns at lenglh in broadest daylight dream. 
IVhat eise iä his snspicion bnt a dream ? 
Where'er he treads, he thinks he b hy foes 
Surroonded; and that all, who contemplate 
Hiä geniuSf most be enrious of bis fame; 
And all, who envy, haunt and faate him too. 
Oft hath he burden'd thee with sad complaints, 
Of htoken locks, and intercepted letters, 
Poison, and daggers ! all before him floats ! 
These chargea were examin'd, e'en thyself 
Examin'd Ihem, yet scarcely found a shadow. 
No potentate's protection makes him snre, 
Xo friendly bosom e'er refreshes him; 
Can'st thoa to such a one e'er promise joy ? 
Or hope with such a one a life of peace? 
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ALPHONSO. 
Antonio, thou wert right, if I desired 
To draw from him a proximate advanta^. 
In trath there is already something gained 
In not expecting a direct retuni 
Of present nsefulness. We do not reap 
From every seed the self-same harveüt. He 
Who hopes to turn variety to profit 
£3ioiild carefally employ each separate talent 
In its own proper sphere. Tliat frnth was taught ns 
hy the wise Medici; and e'en the Popes 
Have oft' diäplayd it in their practice. For 
With what indulgence, and what meek forbearance, 
What princely patience have these men endur'd 
The whims oF Genius that required their aid, 
Yet fain would seem as if it had no want! 

ANTONIO. 

Who knows it not, my prince, the toil of life 
Teaches alone the gooda of life to prize? 
So yoang, he hath already more aftain'd 
Than he in mere contentment could enjoj 
Oh! shoold he at some fatore time eam that 
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Which now wUh wpen hand b offer'd him, 
He then wonld manfully e?iert Ms strength. 
And feel himsetf from step to sfep content. 
A needy noble hath already gain'd 
The aim of all his mostt aspiring hopes, 
Whene'er a royal prince hath chosen hiip 
Hb faoon companion, and with gentle hand 
Witbdrawn from him his puverty. And should 
He grant to him his confidence and favour, 
And raise him to hb side in tented field, 
In conrersation, or in State affiürs; 
Mediinks a modest man mighf ponder o'er 
Hb happiness in ailent gratilude. 
And Tasso adds to this besides the youlh's 
Most fairy foTtnne, for already doth 
His counfry recognise and count on him. 
Believe me, all hia cross vexalious whims 
On the broad cushion of his fortune rest 
He comes; dismiss him graciously, and give 
Him time, in Rome, in Naples, where he wUl^ 
To make a search for what he mbses here! 
And what he only here caa find again. 
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ALPHOirSO. 
Will he first back noto Ferrara go? 

A N T o R I o. 
No: he de^ires to stay at Behigoardo, 
And will reqnest a friend to send him here 
Whate'er he maj leqnire for lüs excarsion. 

ALPHONSO. 
I am content. My sister and her friend 
Will soon relnm ; and, as I ride, l still 
May be at home before them. Thou wilt follow, 
When alt hath been arrangf'd for him. And let 
The castellan dae Orders hsve to lodge 
Him in the palace white he stays, nntil 
His bag;gage be transmitted, and we send 
To him the letters, which I purpose yet 
To offer: him fo^ Rome. He comes, farewetl! 
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S C E N G IL 



ALTHONSO, — TASSO. 



Hie grace, which thon so oft hast granted me, 

Appears to-day to me in füllest light. 

Tlioa hast forgiv n me what, too near thy preseace, 

In petulant and thoughtless mood I dar'd. 

And with my adveräaiy reconcil'd me: 

Thon wilt permit me from thy coart awtüle 

To travel, and wilt not withold from me 

Thy princely favonr. Füll wf contidence 

I go, and hope this little term will soothe 

The pangs that suflfocate and cramp me now. 

My spirit then will raise itself anew, 

And on the path, which joyonsly and bold, 

Encourag'd by thy look, I trod at first, 

Thy princely favour will agaio deserre. 
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ALFH0N80. 
1 wish tiiee for thj joimiej all snccess, 
And hope thou wilt retorn to ds renew'd 
In healüi and cheerfulness. Thon then wilt bring 
ÜVith pleasure back fo US the double gain 
Of ev'ry hour, which thon tak'st froin us now. 
I give ihee letters to m^ friends at Rome, - 
Aud to my people there, and strongly wi»h 
Thou woald'st in conlidence confine (hyself 
Chiefly fo theni, since 1 mast ever deem 
Thee mine, however distanl thou mayst be. 



Thon dost, my prince, o'erwhehn with favours hiin 

That feels himself unworthy, and hath not 

The pow'r to thank thee as he wishes now. 

Instead of thanks 1 offer thee a pray'r! 

1 luve my poem most of all at heart; 

For 1 have labour'd much, and spar'd nor toil 

Not diligence, and yet Üiere still remainii 

-Too much belund my wish. 1 there should- Uke, 
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fVhere still the spirit floatä of tniglity men, 
And floats efßciently; I there should like 
To put myself to school agaiti — and ibns 
My \ay wonld thy applaase more justly gtün. 
Oh! give me back the sheets, which only now 
I feel asham'd to know are in thj' handa. 

ALPHONBO. 

Thoa wilt not take from me this very day, 

IVhat scarce thou hast tlüs day preaented me? 

Let me, 'twixt thee and 'twixt thy p»em, stand 

As arbiter; for by assidnons toil 

Beware thoa dimmest not sweet Natnre's bloom, 

That lives so lovely in thy flowing rhimes, 

And list not to advice from ev'ry side! 

The thousand-form'd, the thonsand-colourd thoughts 

Of many difFerent men, who both in life 

And in opinion contradict themselves, 

The bard coUects in one, and feareth not 

To give dissatisfacüon to the many, 

That some may be more gratified. And yet 

I say not, thon shoidd'st nerer dare employ 
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Correction's careful pendl here and there; 
I promise thee thy poem shall be copi^i 
And thoa shalt have it in brief space again : 
Ftom Ihy band now it mast in mine continne, 
That with my sisters I may lirst enjoy 
Its beauties worthily. And if thon bringst 
It back more perfect, ihen shall we receive 
A more exalted pleai^ure, and as friends 
Alone of nianj a passage caution thee. 



I only now repeat in shame my pray'r, 
Ob! let me have the copy back in haste, 
For all my thonghts npon thia work repose; 
Now must it be whate'er it can becom& 

ALPH0N80. 

I laud the care that occupies thy sool; 
And yet, good Tasso, if 'twere possible 
Thoa shoold'st at first the open world enjoy, 
Apd for a period should'st divert thyself; 
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By diet, too, thy fever'd blood correct: 
For thos the beanteons concord of die mind, 
Restord to health, wonld then impart to Ihee, 
What now wilh clonded zeal thon seek*»t in vain. 



My prince, so seems it; yet, I am in health: 
If I deTote myself to teil again, 
In tnrn my teil will make me heallby too. 
Thon now hast known me long; I am not well 
In wanton freedom. And to me repose 
Doth yield the least repotfe. I feel it well 
That ne'er this mind by natnre was ordain'd 
To float npon the gentle stream of days 
In pleasure down to Times expanded sea. 

ALPHONSO. 

AU, that thou think'gt, and dost, conducts thee deep 
Into th^elf. There lays aronnd as still 
Fnll many a chasm, that destiny hath dug; 
Yet in our bosom here die deepest lies: 
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Tis iaring, too, to hnri one's seif therein. 
I pray thee tear diyself frotn seif away! 
The man will gain whate'er the banl tnay lose. 



In vain I check this pressure of distress, 

Which day and night aUernates in my breast. 

If I were not to fancy and compose, 

Then itfe would be no more a iife to me. 

Dost thou the sitkworin e'er forbid to spin, 

Becanse he spins himselF more near his death? 

The costly web from ont his inmost core 

He ceaselessly nnfolds; nor leaves he off, 

Until he wraps hiinseir within his hier. 

Oh! would some friendly God bat gire os once 

The worm's all-enviable destin^ 

In some new sunny dale to qaick expand 

Onr wings in joyous rapture ! 

ALTHONSO. 

Hear me now! 
Thon givest sach a twofold happiness 
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To life; oh! learn, I pray of thee, to bnow 
That life's fuU woiih, which Ihon dost sali possess 
In tenfold richness! Tasso, fare thee well; 
The Booner then dost come to us again, 
The fiürer will thy welcome he from us. 



S C E N E III. 



T A 8 8 0. — {Mone.) 
Hold fallt, mj heart, for it was rightly done; 
'Tis hard for thee; it is the first time now 
Theo can'st and may'st so well dissimulate. 
Thou heardst it all aright; — j-et those were not 
His seotimeots or words; it seem'd to me 
As if Antonio's voice resounded ihere. 
Oh! gtve attention! thou wilt hear it so 
Front all sides now. Yet only firm, — be firm; 
Tis but a nioment longer, and 'tis done. 
He who hath newly leamt dissimulation 
Bears easily the semblance oF good fülh; — 
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It soon will pass away, — exert thyself. 

{jißer a Pause.} 
Thoa triomphest too soon; lo! there she comes, 
The lovely princess comeü! oh, what a feeling! 
She comes! — the dark suspicion and despite 
Of my rack'd breast dissolve themselvea m grief. 



SCENE IV. 

tBINCBSS. — TA8»0. 

(Towarda the end of the Scene the othera.) 

PBINCB88. 

Is ihy resolTe to leave us ? or wilt thoa 
Remain at Belri^ardo? — Should thy purpose 
Indeed be fix'd, — I hope thj absence will, 
At least, be brief. — Goest thoa to Rome? 
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I bend 
My conrse first there; and if my friends receive 
Me well, as I may hope, — vith patient toil 
And carefui circomspection I shall give 
My po«in there its last refining touch: 
For yonder shall I find a host of men, 
IVho ma^ be cOunted univeiaal masters. 
And doth not erery spot, and every stone 
In yon eternal city speak to ds? 
How many diousand mute instmctors gaze 
Od US with kind, jet earnest majesty! 
If I cannot complete my poem there, 
I never can complete it. Ah! I feel 
No undertaking meets success with me! 
Tho' I may change it, 't will be never perfect — 
I feel, 1 feel it well, that mighty ut 
Which nourishes all others, and rerives 
A healthy mind, will make a wreck of nie. 
And drift me wildly forth. 1 haste away! 
And soon to Naples. 
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What! thou 'U riek it theo? 
When still the rigid ban is not remov'd, 
That doom'd alike thy father anil thyself. 



Thon warnest right, I \e thought npoii it too. 
Disguis'd I'll go there, — in the tatter'd froek 
Of way-worn pilgritn ot of peasant clad; — 
And steal in süence thro' the city, where 
The stirring of the thousand hides the one. — 
Behold! I hasten to the shore, and find, 
A bark with kind and wiUing people, — peasants 
Retarning from their market to Sorrento ; 
There dwells mj sister, she who was with me 
The moumfnl solace of our woe-worn parents. — 
I speak not in the boafj and diüembark 
In silence too, and gently creep along 
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The winding palh, and at the gsten I ask 

Where dwelk Cornelia P teil me, I beseech jou ; — 

Some friendlj' hand points out the street, and house: 

While at mj side the children mn, and gaze 

Upon the gleomy sfrangers maUed locks. 

I reach at length the threshold. For the door 

Stands open, and I step within the house — 

PRIN0EB8. 

Look np, if, Taaso, it be possible, 

And leam the daoger that surroandeth thee! 

I epare thee; eise shonld ask one little 4|uestion, 

Say, \s it noble in Üüa str»n to gpeak? 

And only on thyself to turn thy thoughts, 

As if thou weundedst not thy friend's poor heart? 

Say, know'st thou not my brother's sentiments, 

And how bis sistei« treasure thee? Or hast 

Thou not both feit, and recognis'd them oft? 

Is in the rapid (winkling of an eye 
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AU chang'd so? Taaso! if thon wilt depatt, 
Leave iis not sorron and ivgret bdünd! — 

(Ttaso averta hia J^ace.') 
It U, at least, sqme comfort to present 
The veriest txiüe to a friend upon 
The eve of distant travel, — iF it be 
Not more than a poor. cloak, or some new aim. 
To ihee we cannot give aughl more; for «hat 
Thou hast thon throw'st ii[ig;raciously awaj. 
The pilgrim's shell, Ih« peasant's dingy Troclc, 
The staff of Un\ thou choosest thee, and goest 
In willing poverty, talüng from na 
That which thon canst enjoy with us alone. 



What! mit thou Ihen not thrast me qoite away? 
Oh! sweetest word, oh! consolation dear! 
Defend me! gaard me with thy aiding care! 
Leave me' in Belrigoardo here, transfer 
Me to Gonsandoli, or where thou wilt! 

18 
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So many a beanteous Castle hath the prince, 

So many a garden, which the whole year ronnd 

Is kept in order, where ye scarce beguile 

A Single daj', or e'eii a single hoar. 

Yes, choose the most remote, where ye may not 

Set foot for a long train of years, — and which 

Perhaps b now neglected and forgotten! 

There send ine forth! and let me there be thüie! 

How I sliould foster all thy shnibs! and gnard 

Against the autamn-blast thy citron-trees ! 

The loveliest flow'rs shall strike their spreading roots 

AlODg the fragrant beds; and evry path 

Be kept in trimmest order. Leave nie too 

The palace; — it shall cUim its tarn of carc! 

1 '11 ope the Windows at the proper time, 

That tengthen'd dampness may not spoil the painfin^, 

And will with lightest brush skim gently o'er. 

The walls with stucco-work so fair adorn'd 

The polish'd hearth ühall most efFulgent »hine ; 

No stone, no tile shall there be out of place, 

No weed from out the crerices shall spring! 
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PKINCBSS. 
My barren heart soggests no word of coonuel, 
No Gomfort can I find for thee, for ns. 
Mine eye looks round to see if some kind god 
Will in his pity aid us, oc discover 
A health-retttoring plant, a mild potation, 
To give ihy bosom peace, and peace to ns. 
The truest word that fiowelll from the lip, 
The fairest remedj can work no more. — 
Tis lime I leave thee, yei my heart can ne'er 
Abandon thee 



Ye gods, and is i^she 
That speaks with me in j^ity of Hiy lot? 
And have 1 th«i mistaken that prood heart? 
And could such base pusillanimity 
Have sway'd me when so near her cherish'd presenceP 
Xo, no, thou art it! Now am I it too; 
Froceed, and let me ev'ry cotnfort hear 
From ihose swett lips, and do not now withdraw 
IS» 
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Thy connsel from me. Speak, what ehall I do 

To make thy princely bretfaer pardon me, 

And make thee too feel plea^ure in forgiräig, — 

So ihat ye may agaia rejoice to count me 

The hnmblest of yoor servants? — Teil me what? 

r PEinCBSS. 

It,is but little that we seek frem tliee. 

And yet it seems as tboi^h 't were all too much : 

Thfl^ shonld'st in kindness 'give us up tbygelF; 

We would ha¥e nought from thee, bat what thon art, 

Frorided theo art with thyself content; ' 

Happy thyself, — thon mak'st ds happy toO, 

Aä(f we are onljr sad^ when thou art wretched: 

And if perchance we may appear imp'atient, 

"Tis but becaiue we would afFord thee help. 

And see, alas! there is no remedy, 

If thou wilt grasp not at the friendly band, 

ÜVhich, longingly stretch'd out, attains thee not. 

T A 8 B o. 
Thon art the seif sanie, as when first thou Cam'st 
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A pure and hallow'd angeL to ni^ view! 

Forgive the mortars dim and ra^less look, 

ir for a moinent he mi^louk thee so. 

Agam he know^ thee! and the sool expands 

Itseir eteraally (o honour thee. 

My heart U füll of rapturous tendemess! 

Tis she, she Stands hefore me. Hhat a feeÜDg! 

Can Aberration Iure me to thy side ? 

Or is it frenzjr? or a lufty mind, 

That to the highest, purest virtue clings? 

Yea that, yes that 's the Feeling;, that alone 

Hath pow'r to make me happj upon earth; 

Tis that that leaves me so forlorn, whene'er 

I would withstand it, and from out my heart 

Woidd banish it. Thls pa^sion 1 once thought 

To conquer; — with my inniost being strove, — 

And strove; — -yea, wantonly destroj-'d niyself, 

To wham thou dost so thoroughiy belong. 

FBIN CBS8. 
If, Tasso, 1 muät list^i to thee longn-, 
Restrain the fever 'd glow tliat frights me so. 
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S»j, doth the geblet'ü brim restram the wine, 

That froths, and foains, and Irembles, bubbling o'er ? 

liVith ev'rj word thoa dost exalt my bliss, 

ÜVith ev'ry word more brighllj' beains ihine eye. 

1 feel that I am chang'd internallj-, 

I feel myself from evrj care reliev'd, 

Free as a god; and all 1 owe to thee! 

A force unspeakable, Ihat ruies vay fate, 

From thy lip flows; yes, jes, thuu mak'st me all 

Thme own; and for the fnture noaght belongs 

To me of all mj whole and proper seir. 

Mine eye is dimm'd in happinesa and light, 

My eenses totter, and my limbä are weak; 

Thon irreäistibly attractest me^ 

And mak'st my heart without an efFort thine. 

Thon hast for ever won me to thy side; 

So take then here my whole exUtence too. 

[_He falls in Her arma^ and preaaes her to him.'} 
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PRIIVGEBS. 



i^Pashing him off, and rctiring in haste.) 
Away ! 



L B O N O R A. 



What is Üie matter? Tasso! Tasäo! 

[She goea to the Prhuxss.'] 



(^DeHignittg to foUow her.) 
O Goil! 

ALPHONSO- 

(^Who for aome time was approaching wHk Antonio.) 
He'ij lost his seuües; botd hini firm. 
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TORQUATO TASSO. 



SCBME V. 



TjLBSA. ANTONIO. 

ANTONIO. 

If near thee «tood,. (as diou. Aosl _evsr think 
Thou art sarrounded hj a hogt of foes,) 
An eoeiny, how wonld he triumph now? 
Unhappj! scarce am I recorer'd jet! 
üniene'er we meet what's noexpected quite, 
ÜVhene'er our look is fU'd on something monstrouay 
Onr etartied smses for a while stand still, 
For we have nonght to whioh we can compare it 

TAS80. 

{Aßer a long pawie.') 
Fulfil thy Office,* yes, thou art it well! 
Yes, thou deserv'st the princely conlidence ; 
Fnlfil thy olBce, martjr.me uninov'd 
To Ung'iing deafll widl tonnents slow, for now 
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The dootn is lix'd! Draw! ilraw the arrow hard, 

Tbat 1 va*y feel the agonuini; barb 

That lacerates me ! 

Thou art the tyrant'a worthy iostniinent : 

Be warder of Itis ^ol, be torturer: 

How well! how properly they suit thee both! 

[Towardü the $ceiK. 
Yes, tyrant, go ! thon could'st not to the last 
Dissimnlate ; yes, go in triumph now! 
Thon hast thy slave well prison'd: and hast spar'd him 
Wisely for new-inrented wiithtiig pangs. 
Yes, go, I hate, abhor thee; and 1 feel 
The shndd'ring horror despotism excites, 
lüiene'er it graaps in wantonness and wrong. 

[Jßer a pause. 
Do I at length behold myself an exile — 
Thnut oot, and banish'd as a beggar hoice? 
It seems I was enwreaUi'd and lanrel'd so, 
To be a victini on the shrine of blood ! 
And, at the Tery last, with slipp'ry words, 
To have my only property — my poem — 
Lur'd from me! — and alas! withdd from me! 
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In your hmnfh now my on\y fortune wesls, 

Which would have ev'ty where commended ine, 

And which was left from hunger to preaerve me! 

I aee now, why 1 ahould k««p holiday. 

It is a plot, of which thoo art the head; 

That thus my laya may still be incomplete, — 

My Same remain nnknown, — and my detractors 

Gloat o'er a thousand fanlts, — until at length 

I am forgotten. Hence the reason vhy 

I Aonid be lu'd to idleness — and why 

1 should be careFul oF myself and talenis. 

O worthy friendship, dear anxiety ! 

Deteslable I thoug;ht the growing plot 

That all unseen and restless girt me round, — 

But more detestable it is become. 

And thou, fair Siren! that so tenderly, 

And so divinely lur'd me, I behold 

Thee now at once! O God! and why so late? 

Bul we so wiltingly betray öurselves. 

And honour villains, who have honour'd us. 



D:,t.:f:kv, Google 



ScENE V. A DBAMA. 203 

For men art; ne'er acquainteil wilh each other; 

Tis only galley-stavti^ lliat know themsclves, 

Who pant in chains oa one contracled baok, 

Where »one hatb aught to ask, and none 

Hath aught to lose. These meu, ihey know themselveM; 

IVhere evV^ one arows himself a rogue, 

Antl takes his neighbour für a villain too. 

JVe only couTteously mistake the rest, 

That they may in their turn mistake us too. 

How long thy hallowed image hath conceal'd 

The coM coquette, that works lier little arts. 

The mask hath faH'n — I see Anniila now 

Of ev'ry charm bereft; yes, thou art her! 

Of thee my lay in prescient tones hath sung! 

And then tlie cunning little mediatrice! 

How deep before me is she now debas'd! 

Ah! now I hear her gentle footsteps sound; 

I know the ring round which she us'd to glide. 

I know you all, let that content nie now! 

If Misery hath bereft me of my all, 

I thank it still, for It hath taught me trath. 
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ANTONIO. 

I hear thee, Tasso, with astonishment, 

Thongh well I know how qoick thy rapid thonghta 

Csn fly frotn one extreme unto the other. 

Regain thy senseu ! and thy fury curb ! 

Wjord after trord thon dost Uaspheme, yet that 

Might be to thy despair e'en still forgiv'n, 

Thongh ne'er canst thou forgive it to thyself. 

TA8S0. 

Address me not with soft and houied lip, 

And let me hear from thee tio artfui word! 

Extend me not the hoUow happinens 

To gain my senses but to lose them soon. 

I feel my hrniost -1)006!! are crush'd, and yet 

I tive to feel that I am tortur'd so. 

Despür twines round me with infuriate rage, 

And in the hell-pängs, that destroy my soul, 

Fell blasphemy is gri^s möst gentle cry. 

i will away 1 and if thou art to tnist, 

Then quickly point to me the path from hence. 
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A n T O K I 0. 
1 will not leave thee desolate in need; 
Tho' thy composure ha^ entirely faifd, 
I shall display no peevish want of patience. 

TA880. 
And most I yield myself a captive then? 
Yes, jes, 1 yield myself, and so 'tis done; 
Since I resist not, all is well with me. 
Oh! let me in my agony repeat, 
How fair was what myself 1 pla^d away. — 
Yet they depart, O God ! too seon I see 
The dust that from their carriage rears itself. 
The riders) are advanc'd; diere, there they drive! 
There, there they go! and came I not from thence? 
They are away, and are in anger with me. 
Oh! could 1 once again but kiss his hand! 
Oh ! could I at this moment, take, my leave ! 
And only now once say to Ihem, forgive me! 
And only hear them say thou arl forgiv'n! 
Bnt ah! I hear it not, and never shalL 
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Yes, I will go ; Oh ! give me, give me now 
Their presence only for a moment back! 
Perhaps 1 should be cur'd again, Yet do, 
I am rejected, I am banish'd, yes, 
Myiself 1 Ve banisITd, and no more shall hear 
That soothing voice; and never, Derer more 
That gaze encounter — 

ANTONIO. 

Hear the Suggestion of a man's voice, one 
Who near thee not wilhout emotion Stands! 
Thou art not yet so wretched aa thou ihinkest, 
Reman Ihyself! thou gireat in too much. 

' TASSO. 

And am I then ag wretched as I seenif 

Am I as weak as I do shew myself? 

Is all then lost? has mining sorrow, too, 

As if the earth had quak'd, the bnilding chang'd 

Into a mass oF rubbish and decay? 

And is no talent more, with thousand fold», 
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Left to divert me, and to prup me ap P 

Is ev'r; force annihilated now, 

Which once bestirr'd- my boeoro? am I nought? 

Becoine quite noughtf 

No, no, it all is ihere, yet 1 am nought; 

1 from mytielf am.stol'n, and she from m«! 



Yet if'Üioo seem'st so all entirely losf, 
Compare thyself! and what thou art arow! 



Yea, thoa remindest me at proper üme! 
Doth history fumtsli no example more? 
Doth no fam'd mortal stand before mine eye^, 
Who more hath bome than I have ever bornf, 
That by compariäon I may be calm'd ? 
No, all is there! yet one thing still remains; 
For Nature hath bestow'il upon us tears, 
The shriek of anguish, when the man at last 
Can bear .no more ; above all ehe to me, 
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In gnef she left me melody and word;«, 
The deepest fulness of m^ woe to «all; 
And if mankind are in their toimentii mute, 
A God gave me to teil the pangs I feeL 

[AirroKio goes to kinty and gweahim Ja» iumd.'} 



Most worthjr man! thon standest finn and still; 

While I am like the tempest-tronbted wave. 

But think a littlfe; — do not oven-ate 

The value or thy force! for Nature's pow'r, 

That bas'd tHese craggy rocks, did also give 

The wave its nndulant mobÜity: — 

She sends her storm, — ■ the rolling btilow flows, 

And curU, and swells, and tnmbles o'er in foam: ' 

Y«t in -that wave how beauteously the sun 

liVas once reflecteil; kindred stars repoit'd 

Upon yon breast that heav'd so tenderly. 

Dimm'd is that ray, and vanish'd that repose! 

In danger I no tonger know myself, 

And am no more asham'd to make th' avowal. 
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The heim is broken, aad die vegsel cracks' 
On er'ry nde. The bursting planks ire tom 
With force reststless from my feet awayl 
WiÜi bolh my arms 1 wUdly ding to ihee; 
So clings die sulor to die rock at last 
Od which his gallant bark hadi wreck'd itself. 
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MISCELLANEOUS POEMS. 



FROM THß ABABIAN. 

] 8CARCB deeni'il 'twas the flame o( love 
That Ivnt to her e-ye that briglil glare ; 

When my shipmates, eager to rove, 

Cried, ^'oti board, for the wind blows fair," 

She comes: — the hot teani that arhe, 
Her soiil's bitter anguish tbrcähew ; 

And onlj in halF-broken sighs 

Her heav/ heart sobä forth it« woe. 
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Shily, on my bosom reclin'd, 

She cUsp'd me in haste uid in ^ef: 

TiB thii9, the hnsh'd breadi of the wind 
AU tremblingl^ kisses the leaf. 

Alasf we were deätin'd to part! 

Once more on my face her gaze feil, 
And ahe oried, in anguiah of heart, 

" O. hwl I ne*er known thee — 't were well ! " 
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THE IDEAL. 



Ami will thou' then itiu» faithlcs^ flee, 

Witli all tliy fantasH-s dhine, 
AVilh ev'ry source of joy aiid glee, 

Regardle^s of eacli pray'r of iniite? 
Can nought retani thee, fleetiiig spell ? 

Thou golden hour of life's pure Lliss? 
Tiä vain! tliy ha^t'ning billows swvll 

Eteruity's unlried abyss! 

Set are tliose «miis wlioä« raiiiant btniiis 

Weru wont upon iiiy palh to r^jot; 
Uissolv'il are tliose ideal dreaiii!^ 

Which kiiulled oiict; iny jo^ouij breast: 
In beings which fertile Panoy trac'd 

A sweet CreduUty was there, 
Till rüde Reality effac'd 

VVhat oncv was so dlvinely fair! 
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With eager longüig, as or «M, 

Pygmalion clasp'd the stone ador'd, 
Till on the marble's cheek, so cold, 

Sensation's glowing blush was pour'd; 
So round fair Nature's form I clnng, 

With aims of Love and.yoiuig Deaire^ 
Utttil she breath'd, and warmly hung 

Upon my poet-breast of fire! 

Sharing my flame tbat inward bnm'd, 

A Uring voice the dumb one found. 
And Lore's warm kisa aa warm return'd, 

Besponsive to my bosom's sound: 
Then Uv'd for me Üie shmb, the flow'r ; 

Theo snng the fonntain's nlver-fatl; 
Then e*en the souUesa feit the pow'r 

Of joyona life'a rebounding calL 

A lab'ring whole, with mightj strife, 
Distended my contracted breast, 

Till forth it stepp'd to light and life. 
In deed and «ord, in look and gest: 
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How vast was my internal worUI, 

While in the bud cmiceal'd it U^-; 
How liUle, when it waa unfurrd, 

This tittle e'en of poor mean clay! 

How Sprung, witb spirit wing'd to dare, 

Rejoicing in delusive Iwpe, 
Unbridled yet hy wasting care, 

The youth on life's enchanting slope; 
Until pure aether's palest slar 

He reach'd in Fanc/s onwanl flight; 
Too high was nought, and nought too far 

For hia wild pinion's noaring might 

How lightl^ was he bome aTar! 

The happy what can baffle long? 
As danc'd before life's bli&esome car 

A lofty-brow'd eacorting Ihrong! 
Lore with ita gweet reward waa there. 

And Fortune with her wreath of gold, 
And Glory with her atar-crown'il hair. 

And Trulh in brighteat snnthine hold! 
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Alaü! that een in middle w»y 

Shonld thus be lost th' altendant traiu; 
Unheeding faith, without dela^ 

Each wandere in lii^ turn amain. 
Light-footed Happiness had fled; 

Unsated titiU was Science' thirst; 
And there were clouds of doubt and dread 

Round Tmth's bright glauce pcepar'd.to burst. 

I saw high Glorj-'s hallow'd crown 

On many a vulgär brow profaii'd : 
Too short was Spring; bleak lempesla frown; 

And vernal Love'ä fair light )iad wand! 
More still it ever was, and more 

Deserttid was my rugged wa^; 
E'en pallid Hope scarce deign'd to pour 

On ihat dim path one giimmring ra^! 

Of all thiä noisy train of pride 

Who yet remains my track to greet ? 

Viho ;>tands consuling at jny aide. 
And follows to my last retreat? 
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Thou, who art skill'd to lieal each woe, 
FrieniUhip, whose hand mnoolhü all around, 

Wbo shar'st my bürden» here below, 
Thou, whom I early sought and found! 

And ahe, who loves with thee to dwell, 

Like thee, who turneth grief to joy, 
Emplojment, — who hath labour'd well, 

And buildeth never to destroy, — 
IVho on Eternity'a rast pUe 

But graüi of sand ou grain uprean, 
Süll from the debt of üme, tfae wliile, 

Eraseth minntes, days, and years! 
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THK GERMAN MUSE. 



No bright Augustan era gleara'd, 
No MefUcean favonr beam'd 

It3 smiles upon the Gennati muse; 
UnFoster'd by the band of pow'r, 
She dard nnfold each op'ning flowV, 

Where princely snns no raya diffn^e. 

By Getmany's firat son of fame- — ■ 
By the great Frederick's mighty name, 

She was nor aided, nor rererM: 
The Gennan can vrith pride avow — 
With beating heart and lofty brow, 

Himself bis fame he fomn'd and rear'd. 

Tis thus that stalks witb loftier »tride. 
Tis thus that flows in fuller tide 
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The Gennan bard's exalted stndn; 
And swelling in ite own fiill force. 
And gnshing from the heart's deep source, 

Spnms ali reslrüninf ndes as Tain! 
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THE KNI6HT OF TOGGENBURG, 

A BAILAB. 

"To tbee, Sir Knight, a sister's lore 

"Devotes thb faithfnl heart; 
**No other flame ask me to prove, 

** It makes my hogom smart ! 
"For tranquil I can see thee corae, 

"And tranquil see thee go; 
*'Thy tears that flow in streams so «lumb, 

" Their source 1 may not know. *' 

He hears with grief no words confest, 

With thoughls that inl^ hleed; 
In haste he clasps her to his breast, 

And bounds lipon his steed: 
He sends to all hi» vassah brave, 

TJirough Schweizland's ev'ry pari, 
To march unto the hol^ grave, 

A cross lipon each heart. 
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Uorivaird deedä viere hvxvely wronght 

B^ iheir heroic arms; 
Their plum'd heims wav'd, as bold Ihey fought, 

Amid the hosüle swanns. 
Scarce Toggenbarg's appalling name 

The Moslem dares endnre; 
Still feels his heart the smonid'ring flame 

Of grief that knows no eure. 

A year he bore it'midst his sigbs, 

He cannot bear it more, 
'Yia vain to chase repose that flies. 

He qnits the battle's roar. 
He sees a ship on Joppa's Strand, 

Whose sail the breeze receives, 
It wafts bim to his dear-lov'd laml, 

'Where her pure bosom heaves ! 

Tfaen at her moated castle's gate 

The wand'ring pilgrim knock'd; 
And ah ! with words of thund'ring fale, 

For him it is, unlock'd. 
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"Her whom Ihon seek'st — Üie vdl the w« 
*^She 18 the bride of He«vn; 

" Twas yeaterday, 'mid festal pra/rs, 
"That slie to God was giv'n!" 

Front where bis father's turrete reigH 

He rosh'd in hnnylag speed; 
He never saw bis anns aguo, 

Nor more hü faitbfnl steed : — 
From Toggenburg; he downward caine, 

Unnofic'd and unknown, 
For round hU noble, manly frame, 

A hair-clotb vest was thronen. . 

He bntlds hiinself a hut, hy ümea, 

Near yonder craggy steeps, 
Wher« from tbe midet of dusky limes 

Tbe cloister'd convent peeps; 
And tarrying from tbe moming-ligbt, 

Till evening's planels itbone; 
Hope soothing still hia aching sight, 

He sat tliere all alone! 
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He looks apon the pile in tean, 

Looks matiy a long hour round 
On hiä love'a window, tili he heara 

That window's op'ning sound; 
Until his lady-love he sces, 

And can her fair form trace, 
Bending to catch the vallej''g breeze, 

With mild, angellc face! 

And then all happily he lay, 

Consol'd by sleep's sweet rest, 
Bejoicing still when morning's lay 

His wak'ning ejelids bltat 
And thus he sat Tor many a day, 

And many a long hour round, 
Awailing, without griefs display, 

The window'a op*ning sound. 

Until his ladyloTe he sees, 
And can her fair form trace, 

Bending to catch the vallpj's breeze 
VVith mild, ungelic face. 
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And there he sat a corpse, one mom! 

Yet still hiä pallid look, 
Compos'd by death in stare forlorn, 

The wmdow ne'er forsook! 
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TO EMMA. 



*Mi(l cloudy mistä remote and far, 
There lies niy happiiiess gone past, 

And on\y on one beauteous »tar 
Wilh eyei of love m^ look I cast ; 
. But, like that star's pale gliininVing light, 
U nniy is a gleam of night. 

Ah ! wert thou in thy last long aleep, 

And hadst thou sunk neath Dealh's grini dart, 

Though 1 should nigh for thee and wrep, 
'lliou still wnuldst live for in^ fond heail. 

But, ah! thou Hv'st in light of day, 

Yet shedst on me no loving ray! 
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Emma, doth love so shortly last? 

And can it thus so transjent be? 
And what is gone, and what is past, 

Was this, say, Emma, )ove for me? 
And is ita .heav'nly flaming flood 

Exlinguish'd like an earthly good ? 
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THE yOUTH BY THE FOÜNTAIN. 

A ^'outh beside a fountain lay. 

And there a liow'ry gailand wove; 
He saw it, as 'twas bome away, 

Upon the bubbling wave-dance rove. 
Thus flies each day 1 newiy hail, 

As restless as tlie founlain there! 
And thus the glow o( jouth grows pale, 

As fadeä the wreath that blooin'd so fair! 

O, ask not vihy I thus am sad, 

While life displa^s its fairest hue; 
TU trne that all with hope is glad, 

When spring unFolds itseir aiiew. 
The voices of a thou^and straiiis, 

That from awakend nature flow, 
Do onlj rouse in me such pains 

As steep my iiunost heart in woe! 
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Can that jo^ deck with smileü my cheek, 

Which hath fair Spring, its souroe in thee? 
Th-'ie is one, onl^ one, I seek, 

And that, though near, is far from mel 
M7 longing arms I wide extend 

Towards that dear and shadowj* form; 
I rcach it not where'er 1 bend, 

Aiid rages on my bosoin's s-torm. 

Come down to me, thou goddess fair} 

O leave thj' eminence diviiie! 
Aiid flow'rä that dawn'd in spring's pure alr 

l'll scatter in that lap of thine, 
0, hark! with lays the grove resounda, 

The fountatn ripples ole^rly therel 
The tfmalleät cot hath ample bounds 

For ev'ry happy, loving pair. 
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COLNT EVKRARD'S WHITK THORIV. 



A BALLAU, 



Cotint Ev'rard, of the lieard, 
Froin Wh'tKiiiberg's t'imi'd land 

In pious ardour steer'd 
To Palestina's Strand. 

He once on that far shore 

Rode ihrough a fresii-grown wood, 
And a green bough he tore 

From where a white-thom stood. 

With care he plac'd is tight 
In his mail'd helmet's side; 

He wore it in the fight, 
And over ocean's tide> 
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At home he made it firm 
In ita congenial earth; 

To many a youthfal germ 
The gentle spring gare birth. 

Xhe faithfui Count, and true, 

Beheld it ev'ty year; 
And as his white -thorn grew 

Shed jo/n delioioos tear. 

The Count hy age was bent, 
The shrub was now a tree; 

Agaittst it oft he leant, 
In deepest reverie. 

Ita hlgh-arch'd Taalt oft brought, 
Amidst its rustlings bland, 

The olden time to thought, — 
The far, far diatant land. 
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THE BLESSEDNESS OK LOVE. 

Thrice happ^ he! who hath the tov'd one found 
That greeted once hls youthful dream, 

Wben arm round arm, and thought round thought i 
wound, 
And soul to soul pour'd out itä stream. 

The hnt to golden palace Love can change, 
And strew with joy the desert's blight, 

Unveil to ns the Godhead's noiseless ränge, 
A foretaste give of heavVs dehght. 

It makes the heart of metancholy gay; 

It la^ HS on a rosy bed, 
And tifits U3 by a heav'nly ladder's way, 

To where the Godhead's glance is shed. 
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It gives the morniog-wreath a red mor« bright, 

A lighter green the forest shade, 
A sweeter note the late tun'd flute of night, 

Which sounds from ont the village glade. 

The loving are od love's own piaions bold 
To zones more bless'd all lightly borne; 

And e'eii receive the heav'nly crown of gold, 
Berore their garb of ola^ la worn. 

They care for no delight the world can yield, 
A World within theniselves thej feel; 

And inock at thee, who do^t earth» sceptre wield, 
Before whom all inust crouch and kneel. 

Soft bent apon the spring turfs süken pride, 

Around a fountain's üovi'ry brink, 
The part^-colour'd bubble they deride 

Of lore content with harren wink. 
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The hand coinpressM, whicli thritU the tingling frame, 

Th' iotoxicatioo of a glance, 
The kiss, which trembles on the lip of flame, 

Yields them an angel's glowing trance. 

A look of love, through which the Rxd. soul gleams, 
In .which e'en Heav'n itself appears, — 

The magic interchange of Faüsion's beams 
Is worth a thousand worldl^ years. 

The kiss, e'en envied hy the seraph throng, 

Chaies their morning dream away; 
The ciroling danoe, the ever-blooming song, 

Snrrounda Ihem all the Uve-Iong day. 

O'er their ohaste bed the aoftest slumber dreama, 

Twas such o'er Eden's foliage sunk; 
Their chain, no being a chain of plea»ure deeins, 

Who ne'er from Love'g sweet cup hath drunk. 
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THE WEEPING BRIDE. 

Thy manly form was fair to see, 

Thnugh bold, and wild, yet still divine 
I once confiiled all to Ihee, 

Not prizing what was only mine. 
Thou left'at me, fals« one, to bewail; 

And flow'rä, and Joy, and spring*s bright brow, 
And all the world — I &aw grow pale: 

Ah, God! how lonely am I now! 

How oft 1 climb'd yon heights to see, 

And many pass I saw füll well ; 
A thousand times I greeted thee, 

Thongh thee -I saw not in the dell. 
And many a spring, with varied jest, 

Hath come and gone in gaj career, 
Yet ah ! to my deceived breast 

No spring will e'er again appear ! 
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Bright flow'ry wreaths mj locks entwine; 

In riebest tohes mj person drest 
Another leads me to the shrine; 

My pareiils, they are highly blest. 
1, too, seem gay amid the throng, 

The snn shines forth in wonted pride, 
And through the noisy shout and song 

No one remarks, how weeps the bride. 

The spring-lajs are renew'd apace, 

And thou com'st back, when years have pass'd, 
And standest still to there retrace 

A bappiness that did not lagt. 
In desert waste the garden lies, 

The house is desolate and lone, 
No lover to the window flies, 

And thee and me none there hath known. 

Thou seest a lark ascend, and dare 

To Heav'n's refulgent portal stray; 
A brook so strangely murmurs there, 

It aeems to weep ttself away. 
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Tis there tbat they have Itün me Low, 
Beneath the gTxve-stoneä common scroll; 

1 can no more dow l«t thee know, 

How onCe I lov'd ihee from my soni ! 
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MELANCHOLY. 

I can in man^ a moment sing, 

As tho' 1 feit the glee; 
In secret still the tear-drops spring, 

And then my heart is free. 

As nightlngales, while breezes play 
O'er spring's extemal bloom, 

In sad notes pour their longing laj 
From out their cage's touib. 

All hearts then listen to the strain, 

And all is joy around; 
For no one feels the soul-wning pain 

Of that Uy's doleful sonnd. 
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AT PARTING. 

It is so well with me, when near, 

So ill, when I am far from thee, 
Where'er thou dwell'st, where'er I steer, 

To thee my ev'ry fhonght must flee! 
This spot would me for ever holil, 

Could I with thee for erer stay! 
But see! the wares of live have roU'd 

Me like the lightest leaf away. 

The pilgritn stafF in weary band, 

With tears I track my fate, bo blind; 
My path raay turn to many a land, 

My heart remains with thee behind, 
At mom'9 bright dawn, by eve's dim light, 

Appears thiiie image lov'd to me. 
And what 1 dream, and what I write, 

lä ever dreani and lay of thee! 

Atfoifvnioiis. 
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THB SHEPHERD'S LAMENT. 

Aloft Oll yonder moimtain-nook 

A thousand times I go, 
And leaning oii my shepherd's crook 

Gaze oo the vale below. 

1 slowly track the ranging eheep, 

My little dog keeps guard; 
And dowD the hltl at length I creep, — 

To teil thee how't were hard. 

In these fair meeds effulgent blow 

Flow|reta of eViy hue! 
I gather them, yet never know 
To whom EQch gift is dne. 
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1 lie beneath yon tree expos'd 
To tempeäl, storm, and rain; 

Bot atill that door is always clos'd. 
And my food dream b vün! 

Yes, lirightly o'er that cot there gleams. 

The rambow's southing ray; 
But she hath wander'd fair, it seems, 

In distant climes away: 

In realms remote; nay, farther still; 

Perhaps b^ond the deep: 
Then on — my flock; my eyelids fill. 

And oh! I fain would weep! 



3.n.iizedby Google 



CONSOLATION IN TEARS. 

"How comes it thou aloae art sad, 

"Where all around U ga.y; 
"One sees üiat in thine eye thou'st had 

" A teat, scaxce wip'd away. " 

" What, though in solitade 1 weep, 

"So is niy gtiet mine own; 
"So sweetly forth the tear-drops creep, 

"My beart they ease aloae." 

"Thy friends to joy and glee are bom, 

"Seek in th^r breasta reiief: 
»Whal hast thou lost? Why thns forlora? 

"Confide to them thy grief." 

**Ye laugh and sing; your friendly zeal 

"My pain can never kno".v: 
"Nay, iVc not lost it; though I feel 

"To me itB want is woe," 



244 HISCBLLANEOÜS POBHS. 

**C3ieer up then, now, thU very hoar, 
"Thy young blood niU not fail; 

*^We have, at thy years, strength and pow'r, 
"And spiril to prevail." 

" Ah ! no, it baflfles all my care, ' 

*'It U remote and far, 
"It dwells as lügh, it shines as fair, 

" As o'er «3 yonder star ! " 

*'The Stars, we snrely ne'er desire; 

"We gladden at iheir light; 
"And with transported gaze admire 

"On such a tranquU night." 

"In transport, too, I strain my sight, 
"Throngh inany a lirelong daj; 

"Then let me weep away the night, 
"As long as weep I may." 
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THE WANDERERS NIGHT LAY. 

Thou, who from Heav'n above art sent, 

Thou, who ev'ry sorrow stillest, 
Him who wilh twofold pangs 13 rent, 

With a twofold life thou Hllest: 
By paüsions strife l'in loss'd and tom, 

As joy and woe exchange their pari, 
Oh! leave me not, sweet Feace, forlorn, 

But come, oh! coine nnto my heart. 
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TO THE MOON. 

Again thon fillest brake and delt 

With dim and niisty glance; 
Again my souI avows ihy spell, 

And melts in liquid trance. 

Thou shedd^ tliy aJl-soothing beam 

O'et ihb mj chosen Bpot, 
As Friendship'a eye, with mellow'd gleam, 

lUnmes mj destin'd lot. 

My heart, — it owns that lengthen'd strain 
Of mingled peace and strife; 

Jn solitude 'twixt joy and paln 
I tread tlie path of life. 
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Flow OD, fair streain ; no hoor of bliss 

U left for me lr> know : 
Thus ebb'd away the jest, the kiss, 

And constanc; ebb'd so. 

A time there waa when 1 possess'd 
Thal rieh and costly boon; 

Oh! would that for my bosom's redt 
I conld forget it soon! 

GLide onward, stream, the dale along 

Withont repose or calin ; - 
Glide on, and whisper lo my äong 

Thy lay's meludious balm! 

As, when thy waters hoarse resound 
With swolfn and wintry tide; 

Or, when tboa ripplest gently ronnd 
Some spriog-bud's op'ning pride. 
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Happy, who from the world remov'd 

Lives withont hiUe'a slloy, — 
Ctaaps to bis heart a frieiwl bdov'd, 

And shftres iüs ev'ry jo^. 

The inasa of tuen have uever guess'd 

That joy's seductive pow'r, 
Which throngh the lab^Tinth of the breast 

Stroms at the midmght honr. 
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TO THB CHOSEN ONE. 

Thy hand and lip on mine compress'd, 

FaithfuI, fair maid, remaia; 
Farewell! Ihere U for me no rest, 

IrVand'ring o'er land and main: 
But if by storm and tempeat spar'd, 

I greet Ihe port once more, 
And feel a joy hy thee nnshar'd, 

May Gods their vengeance pour ! 

IVhat's nobly dar'd, is pattljr won, 

Bold efforts glory crowns; 
Stars shine for me, as shiney the sun, — 

Night on the coward frowns. 
Listteäs at thy seductive side 

Twould rend my heart to be, 
Grim danger's hour iVe oft defied — 

Defied for only thee! 
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The vale b fonnd where weil abide, 

Nor distant is the day, 
And calmly watch the streamlet glide, 

While ev'ning sheds her raj. 
In tfaat meed g;rows the poplu tree, 

The beech ia in the grovc. 
And oh! behind a cot shall be, 

From whence we'll never rove! 
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THE GOD AND THE BAJADERE. 



AN INBIAII LBOBiro. 



Comea Mahadob, the lord of earlh, 

The Hixtta time down from Heav'n; 
To feel, as Iho' of mortal birtli, 

How joy and woe are g^v'n. 
He fits himself nith mea to live, 

Expo3*d to chances bünd: 

Shall he or punish, or Torgive, 

As man, he sees manlünd. 

And having the town, as a pilgrim, inspected, 

Consider'd the great and the poor not neglected, 

He left it at eve hü path onward to wind. 
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Lo ! when at length he farther stray'd, 

Where the last housea rise, 
A lost, forlorn, and lovely maid, 
Witli painted cheek he spies, 
"Hail! maiden;" ^'thanks — stay shortl; there, 

*' 1 ha:jte with all my pow'r. " 
" And who art thou ? " "A Bajadere, 
" And this is Love's sweet bow'r. " 
She hurrieä with cymbals to dance Tor her lover, 
So skiH'd in the circle lo flutter and hover; 
She hends, and she bows, and she gives him a flow'r. 

Her flatt'rj' lures him to the door, 

Her charms within the walls: 
''Quick, beauteous guest, the laiiip shall pour 

"Its light upon these halls: 
**And art thou tir'd, TU give thee r^t, 

*'And soothe thy feet that smart; 
'* With ivhat thou will'st, thöu shalt he blest, 
"I'll joy or jest impart." 
She busily soolh'd all the pains he pretended ; 
The godly oue smiles, and with focetiight extended 
Thro' ^loomy pervertednesä sees still a heart! 
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He Claims of her a nienial's part, 

She smiles more soft and sly; 

The maiden's first and practis'd art 

Is nalure hy and. hy. 
T^s thns the bnd ita fruit comprest 

Within can't long retain: 
Compliance — is it in the breast? 
Love will not far remain. 
Still more severely aod sharply to sound her, 
Thickly he chooses to scatter around her 
Pleasare, and horror, and grim-visag'd pain. 

He kUses itoft her painted cheek, 

She feels Loves pang severe: 
The maiden Stands, a captive meek. 

And sheds her tirst-born tear! 
Sunk at his feet, bright beams her eye, 

Yet not with Love's parade; 
And ah! her supple limbs deny 
All Service to the maid. 
And thas, for the couch's voluptuous plea^ure, 
A dark sable veil of enrapluring measure 
Tlie iiight's ropid liour» hat) in beautv nrray'd! 
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Late luU'd to ileep on blissful bed, 

She wakes from tronbled rest, 
Finds on her heavin^ bosom dead 

Her dear-lov'd stranger~g;uest. 
She falls od him, and irhiieks hia nam^ 

Bat he ne'er wakes to hear: 
They bear away his stark, titiff frame, 
Qnick to the flamming; hier. 
She hears, too, the priesta universal bewailing, 
She rave» and she nuui throogh the moumers assailing^ : 
IVho art thon that com'st to the deep grave so near? 

She rushes on the fnn'rat pile, 

Her screams rend Heav'n's concave; 
" Mj apoiue," she says, with ghastly smile, 

"I seek him in the grave: 
"What! shall to crumbling ashes fall 

"His limbd celestial might? 
"Mine, mine he was, mine before oll, 
" Alas ! but one sweet night. " 
"The old we bear off," thus the priests »mg the laj, 
"When past iheir long woes and slow-chiUing decaj; 
" The young we hear off unprepat'd for the flighL 
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^^Onr pneslly doclrine, m&Hlen, hear; 

"Thy spoQse he was not: — no; 
"Thou loVdst him but as Bajadere, 

"And can'st no duty owe. 
"Its shade punnes the corpse alone 
"Where Death's Rtill regions lie; 
" Wives hasten where their lords are goae, 
"Their duty bids them die! 
"Resonnd, oh! ye tnimps, to the sorrowfui numbers, 
" Gudg, wake the day's pride from terreüfrial sluinbers, 
"And take the young damsel in flames up on high.** 

AU pitiless the chorns steeps 
Her heart in deeper woe; 
WHh ontslretch'd arms she wiidly leaps 

To where the death-flames glow. 
From out the fiery smoke appears 

The God that cannot die; 
Enfolded in his arms he bear^ 
His lov'd one to the skj'! 
The Godhead rvtjoices st sinners repenling, 
The lost ones of eartli by the angels relenling 
Are borne in their arms of elfulgence on higli! 
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PROXIMITY TO THE BELOVED ONE. 



Oh! I fhink OD thee, when the Eun's bright ray 

Gleamä on the ocean wave; 
Oh! 1 think on thee, when the moon-beama play 

On forest, fount, and cave! 

Aaä 1 see thee, too, when o'er yonder hill 

The roUing dust-cloudü rise; — 
1d the dead of night, when o'er crag and rill 

The trembling pilgrim hiey. 

And 1 hear thee, too, when with hoarse rebonnd 

The foaming billows swell: 
And I \Ut theV, too, when no whiäperd eonnd 

Stealü throngh the stleat deli. 
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And I'm wUh tbee, too; for, wbere'er incline 

Thy sleps, to me thou'rt near; 
But the 9un is set, aud the stars will ahine, 

Oh ! would that thou wert here ! 



t7 
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MIGNON. 

Know'st diou the land ? where fair the citron biowa. 
And with dark leaf the golden orange glows; 
From the blue heav'n soft hreathing gales descend; 
The m^-rtle's Etill — the laurel scorns to bend: 
Kaow'st ihou it well? 

Oh! there, oh! ther«, 
Might I with thee, my trul^ lor'd, rttpair! 

Know'st thou that house with rooF on coIumnM height? 
Bright gleain its halb, its bow'ra with fainter light; 
There stataes stand, and ask with looks all mild, 
"What have they done to thee, my poot, wrong'd child ? " 
Know'st thou it well? 

Oh! there, oh! there, 
Might 1 with thee, my guardian friend, repür! 
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Know'st thou that mount? ita small path'ä clond- capp'd 

head, 
Where througli the rai^t, mules step wifh cautious tread? 
In cavero» dwell the dragon's ancient brood ; 
The crag rolU down, and o'er it rolls the flood: 
Know'st thou it well? 

Oh! there, oh! there, 
Our path leada« father; — thither we'U repür. 
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THE FLOW'RET WONDROUS FAIR: 

LAV OF THE CAPTIVE COUNT. 
A BJLLAD. 

COtST. 

I know a flow'rel wond'rous fair, 

And after it I long ; 
I fun would seek it in the air, 

But feel a captive's wrong: 
To me this sorrow is not slight, 
For vhen 1 roam'd in Freedom's lighl 

I had it ever near. 

Mine eye from tliis bold furref's steep 
Roams round, ihrough ev'ry nook, 

Yet cannot from embattled keep 
Posseäs it with a lock: 
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IVhoe'er will Iiring it me again, 
Or iä lie knight, or humble swaiii, 
My truest frieod shall be. 



I sweetly bloom, and list ihy woe 
Beneafh ihy prison grate; 

Thou meanest me, the rose, | know, 
Thou knight of noble State. 

Thy thought^ in lofty region'ü tow'i- 

The queen of each ilepenilenl flow'r 
O'er thee too mu^t prevail. 



Thy parple hne all llfe admire^, 

In oiiter garb of green; 
lls thns that thee the maid desiras 

As jewel's briglitest sheen. 
Thy wreafh exalts the fairest face, 
Yet (hon art not the flow'r 1 grace 

With honour's silent nieeil. 
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ULT. 
The litde rose wears haaghty brow, 

Aad strives herseif to ruse; 
Yet will love'a bridal lips avow 

The snow-white liiy» praise. 
TVhose heart rebounds from fülhfid breast, 
And \a aa pure, as 1, conrest, 

Will- gire the palm to me. 



1 .st^le mysdf both chaste and pare, 
Yes, pure from black Inlent: 

My prison still I must endnre, 
And all alone lament. 

Tho' thoa an emblem art display'd 

Of aaay a pure and modest niaid, 
'Wliat 8 dearer still I )(now. 

PINK. 
That other, I, the pink, must be 

Here in the garden low, 
Else whjr the warder thus on me 

Such fost'ring cwe b«tow? 
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Or l«aves 1 have a circliiig throng, 
And äcenls (hat breathe Yite's vale along 
With UiDUsaad varied haes. 



'Hl« pink we never can despise, 
She is ihe gard'ner's pride; 

Now taust sh« stand in light, now rise 
Where sunbeams cannot glide. 

Yet wbat can gladden my $ad mind 

Is not gay splendor's potnp refin'd ; 
It is a modest flow'r. 



1 stand with bent and hUlden brow, 
Tiä e'en a pain to speak; 

Yet will I, since 'tis fitting now, 
My doleful siience break. 

If I am it, thou worlhy friend, 

It grieves me, fhat I cannot send 
My perfunies np to (hee. 
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COUST. 
The Tiolet I value niuch, 

It in so very shj", 
And smells so sweet: yet Wa not such 

Can make my grief pas3 b^. 
Tis not for me, I will avow, 
Upon thb barren mooataln-brovr 

My darliag love to find. 

A mald there roamä, by yonder rill, 

As true as earth oontaim; 
And manj an j4h ! slie sighs — and will, 

Till I am freed from ohains. 
Whoo she a small Iilae flow'r esples. 
And when, "Forget me not," she cries, 

1 feel it from afar. 

Yes! from afar is prov'd that might, 
When two hearts love so well; 

Tis thus that 'mid m^ prison's night 
1 still m life cau dwell. 
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For when my heart fo break is nigh, 
Tis then *' Forget me not, " I sigh, 
And live, and love again. 
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THK ALDGR-KING. 



IVho ri<les so late, 'mid stonn eo wild ? 
It is the falher widi his chUd; 
And faät he hath the boy in his arm, 
He cUsps him firmly, he ho)ds him wann. 

„My aon, why hide then so timid ihy face?" 
„Can'st thon not, father, the Erlking trace? 
„The Erlking with his crown and shroud? — " 
„My son, it'is a nüsty cloud." 

„Thou lovely child, corae, go with me, 
„Such pretty plays will I play with the^; 
„ Füll many a flow'ret blooms on the shore ; 
„Many gold \esU hath my molher in störe," 
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„My father, my father, ood hast thou not heanl 
„What Erlking promWil in soft wMsper'd word?" 
„Be quiet; rest, my ohUd, rest at ease; 
„Thro' mther'd leaves haik! instles tfae breeze." 

„Wilt thou, eweet hoy, go there with me? 

„My daughten shall await on thee^ 

„ My daughters, who lead there the gay nightly throng, 

„Shall rock thee, and dance thee, and sing thee a song. " 

„My father, my father, and see'st thou there not 
„The Erlking's daughter in yon dark spot?" 
„My son, roy son, I see it quite clear, 
„ So gray do the aged willowä appear. " 

„1 love thee, thy form U so fair to the sight, 
„And if thou 'rt not willing, beware of my niight." 
„My father, my father, he throtlles me fast, 
„The Erlking ha» done me härm at last." 
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The father shudder'd; and onward he hied, 
HoIfÜng his agoms'd child to his dde ; 
He reach'd his honte in anguish and dread, - 
But in his arms the child was dead. 
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THE KING IN THÜLE. 

A BALLAD. 

There was a läng in Thule's land, 
Right tnie unto the grave, 

To whom hiä uiistress' djing hand 
A golden goblet gave. 

And nothing did he value more, 
Each feaüt he dra'm'd it dty ; 

Whene'er he drank froin it, ran o'er 
His tear-compressing eye. 

And when he was about to die 

He sumin'd his cifies up, 
And gave his heim them willingly, 

But did not give the cup. 
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He sat at kiogly fesüval 

With all his kiiights aroand, 

In that ancestraL castle-hatl 

Whence bafFled waves reboan<l. 

And tbere Üie aged rev'ller stood 
And drank his life's last glow; 

Then dash'd into die foaming flood 
The holy-goblet low. 

He saw it hurl'd — he saw H drink, 
VVhile yet 'twas sinking low't; 

lUs eyea that very moment sink — 
He never drank dn^ more. 
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NIGHT THOUGHTS. 

How I do pity yoa, anhapp; stars, 

Who are so beauteous, and so proudl^ ähine, — 

Who on benighted Eeamen gladly beam, 

Tho' all onreconipens'd hy gods or men! 

How I do pity yoa, ontiappy stars, 

Ye neiüier Iotg, nor know what 'tis to love! 

The Honrs, etenial, nnrestrained, conduct 

Your courses throng^ the mde expanded heav'a ! 

What wandnngs have ye not already made, 

Siiice I, in love's encircling arms entwind, 

Have yon and midnigbt's fatefnl hour forgot! 
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WELCOME AND FAREWELL. 

My heart it beat; — to horse in haste; 

Twas ctone almost before 'twas tbonght; 
The evening rocWd the wild and waste; 

Night round the cliffs her väl had wroaght. 
The oak — a tow'ring giant stood, 

And sought in garb of miat the skies, 
While darkiiess glar'd from out the wood 

With all her hundred jet-black eyes. 

The moon behind a cloudy train 

Peep'd thro' the haze »ith look of fear; 
The tempests wing'd their flight amain, 

And, awful, rustted in tnine ear: 
The night a thousand monsters fram'd, 

Yet fresh and gay my feelings flowM ; 
For in my veins what ardour flam'd! 

And in my heart what passion glow'd! 
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1 gaz'il; and when our eyes were meeting, 

Thy look beam'd extacy on me; 
My heart at thy fond side was beating. 

And all its sighs were heav'd for thee! 
A zephyr witb its rosy tress 

Flay'd round thy face in that sweet spot; 
And, gods! — for me thy tenderaess ! — 

1 hop'd it, — I deserv'd it not! 

Yet ah! when morn had chas'd the night, 

My heart was wmng by Farewell's throe; 
Bat in thy lüsa, oh! what delight! 

Tho' in thine eyes such tearful woe ! 
1 went; — theo stood'st; — thy heart was moT'd; 

On me was fix'd thy dewy sight; — 
Yet what delight to be belov'd! 

To loTe - ye gods! — oh! what delight! 
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THE TEARS. 



Hark! vhile amid yon festive throng 
'Hie foaming ciip goes ronnd; 

A fair Dame speaks, nhose tones along 
-The lattic'd hall resound. 

'*There is a cryslal ntuacle-shell 
" Whence gleams a living star, 

*'And coatly pearb I know füll well 
"Its hidden kemel are." 

"Whoe'er will bring me from the shell 
"These pearls 80 ridi anil rare 

" Shall hare the rose, no vulgär spell, 
"ÜVhich in my breast I wear." 
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And many a Knight and Baroo sped 

As rivals for the prize; 
Yet oüly one could find the bed 

Where you rieh pearl-drop lies. 

He was a youlh beyond all pnöse, 

And beauteoiu as the Light; 
He bore a harp in peacefui days, 

A sharp sword in the fight. 

I^ing he left hb distant seat 

And went unto the Dame; 
HU sweet lips smil'd while at her feet 

He Bpake all free froni shame. 

„The muscie with the living star, 

„It is that eye of thine; 
„The rieh and coütlj' pearls, they are 

„The tears that ia\y shine." 

„Many, in turn, for joy and pain 
„ On this sad carth are given ; 
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"The pnrest and the best remaia, 
"A tribate kept for Heaven." 

"The holjr Angels gather them 
"With sofit and tender hand; 

"And bear them in^ a hollow'd gem 
" To yon etemal land. " 

**Yet ah! sometimes the Angels yield- 
"The bard thU hallow'd light, 

"For oft' by bis sweet tones' reveal'd 
"The tear-dropg spring to' light." 

He sweeps the harp in haimony 
And ah ! eo sweetly sings, 

That m jron Lad^s quivriog ej'e 
A gentle tear apaprings. 

She toucheü with the rose her face, 
The tear-drops o'er it flow, 

Then givea it to the bard with grace, ^ 
Kissing . Ihe while bis '■ brow. 
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"Thou hast done well, and brought to me 

" The pearl tfaaf hidden lies ; 
*'So with this rose I gire to thee 

" The Ireasare of mine eyes. " 

Then tum'd the fair and lovely Dame 

Unto her wedded lord, 
And spake, unconscious of all blame, 

This senous, solemn word; — 

"Thou hast perceiv'd that not from force, 

"That not from pain and woe, 
^^But from a nobler heav'nly sonrce 

"The sitent tear-drops flow." 

"Then ask me not, whene'er I weep, 
" Whence comes my aorrow's smart ; 

^'Tears that the cheek in secret steep 
"Exalt and ease the heart" 

^ Behuld the ftowret, on .whose breast 
"The eveiiiiig dew is shed;" 
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*<By all thoae ijurkliii; drops opprest 
"That flowret bows ita head." 

"Theo com« the Sunbeama, bright, and ga^, 

"Those children of the sky, 
*'fiSp firom the flow'r ihe dew away, — 

*' It Btanda erect and dry. " — 
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CASSANDRA. 

I^ere was a soand of revelling mirth 

In Troy's proud hnlb, before she feil ; 
And man; a tuneful harp gave birth 

To joyous mnäics golden swell. 
All hands at rest, cease wat's wild din 

Weary of that long tearful strife, 
For proud Pelides setsks to win 

Priam'd fair daughter for his wife. 

Enwreath'd with laurel, countless trains 

To Th^bria'x altar bend their wa;; 
And in procesaion o'er the plains 

The Gods appear on that proud dajr 
The Bacchanals loud lays of mirth 

Thro' ev'ry «choing glreet resound; — 
There seem'il one onl; heart on earili 

That knew not L'teasure's lightsoine bound. 
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Joylesa, 'midgt orerflowin^ joy, 

Caasandra songht Apollo'^ gfove, 
Fss front the i&relry of Troy 

£1 pensire solitude to rove! — 
To the wild forest^ darkest glades 

The prophetess in aaguish fled, 
And daäh'd, amid ttiose welcome shades, 

The priesUj garlaad from her head. 

"AU things in smiling peace rejoice, 

Each heart pours forth its merry lay, 
My pareitts list Hope's syren voice, 

My sister Stands in bride's array: 
But I alone am doojn'd to weep, 

Each sweet illusion flys from me; 
E'en now, thoa prond embattled Steep, 

I See destraction gloal o'er thee. " 

*^K see, 1 see a torch bum bright, 
Bnt not alas ! in Hymen'a band, 

The clouds above are rob'd in light, 
But not from sacrificial brand; 
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1 see their festival-display, 

But as a prophetess l know 
The vraging God i<) -on his way 

To dUsipate thdt joy in woe ! " 

"With frowns they chide my tronblous grief, 

And mock my everlasting pain, 
I give my woe-wom heart relief 

Alone amid the harren piain; 
Cut off from joy — an oatcast maid — 

And laugh'd to scom hy all the gay, 
My separat« lot hath well diiiplay'd, 

Apollo, thy alt-bjighting sway. " 

"Why send me to the deaf and blind — 

To those that will not see, nor hear ? 
AlthoDgh I speak thy truth» — thy mind — 

They. will not truth from me revere. 
Why do I see what can't avail? 

That which is hidden soon mast he, 
^d inany a quiVring cheek will pale 

Wliile Fear unrobes its mystery ! " 
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"Why should I tear Ihe vdl away 

Where Terror rears its threat'iiiag head ? 
Error prolong'il ia Lafe's long day,— 

Knowledge exists but for the Dead. 
Bemove, remove from my sad eyes 

The blood thou art about to spill 
Oh ! how it costä me tbousand sigfaa 

To be the handle of thy wilt" 

*'Give back my blindnesa, God of day, 

My joyoiu unforeaeeing soul, 
I ne'er have sung one happy lay 

iSnce I have own'd thy dread controul. 
Thou dost futurity unfold, 

Yet tak'st the present honr away, 
Thou Diak'st me in my spring-time old, 

Take baok thy gift, — without delay." 

"I ne'er have itwia'd my fragrant hair 
With garlaoding of leaf or flowV, 

Since that feil moinent of despair 

Wheii Virtue Iiuw'd beneath thy pow'r. " 
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'*My Yooth was one eternal tear, 

And I have ever nurtur'd woe,' 
My kindred's desüny severe 

ßtrnck my ead heart a with'ring blow." 

*'AU lives and loves, (hat meets my way, 

Wilh Youth'ä sensationa deep and ätrong, 
While my lone heart is Sorrows prey 

Amid my playmatea mirthfal soog^. 
In Tain for me the Spring appeartt, 

Which bounteous Earth hath gaily .deck'd; — 
Life U a raging sea of tears, 

On wlüoh our brightest hopeB are wreck'd." 

"Polyxena, I laud thy name, — 

The wbh tbat glows in thy finsh'd cheeks,- 
Thou hopest as a bride to cUim 

The bniTest of the valiant Gireeks. 
Her breast is heav'd in pride of love, 

She scarce restnüns her btissful glance; 
Not e'en the heav'nly hosts above 

She envies in her dreaming trance. " 
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"I too have seen him, whom my heart 

CUngs to wHh fondest love; — his eyes 
To mine in tenderness impart 

The secret of oar sympathies. 
Oh! gladly should I seek BOme glade, 

And with my husbuid make H mine! 
Yet oh! my love, a Stygian ühade 

Steps in, each night, 'twixt thee and thine. " 

"See Proserpine's attendant Ghoüts, 

As tho' their victim üiey defied, 
Pursae tay palh in conntless hosts, 

And Htand in mockery at my aide. 
They marr'd with a foul spectral hand 

My dawnifig youfli's first happy hour; 
And now the saiile feil — loathsome band 

Still hold nie in thoir mthless pow'r. " 

"I see the Murderers glitt'iing steel, 
And mark his vengeance-glaring eye, 

1 cannot what I see reveal, 

Nor froin ihis Coming horror Ry. 
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I dare not tum amay my look, — 

Knowing the future and die past. 
1 must fulfll Fate's written book 

And fall on Foreign ground ät last." 

" And even now Iheir words resoond — 

Hark ! list that murmuring voice of dread, — 
It comes from yonder hallow'd ground, 

Where Theti's mighty son lies deadi — 
Fdl Eris liftä her snakes in joj, 

And all die Gods desert the spot; 
While clouds of thunder hang o'er Ttüy, 

Frophetic of its destin'd lot." 
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L O N 6 I N 6. 

From this vallry vision-bonnding, 

ßj the chilliest cloutU oppresi, 
Conld 1 reach the realms snrrounding, 

Oh! huw highly were I bleat! 
Fürest hilh I gaze on yonder 

Ever young and ever green, 
Had 1 wing^i 1 would not ponder 

"nil 1 had to yon hilla been. 

Harinony around is ringing 

Tones of sweet celesüal rest, 
And the buoyant breeze ia bringing 

Scented baisam to my breast; 
Golden fruit» I see are glowing, 

Winking 'neath their leafy veii, 
And the llowVs that there are blowing 

Never yield to Winters hail! 
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Ah ! how bright rnust it be gleaming. 

Od that ever-gaimy lea! 
And the breeze froin yon hills ätreanüng, 

Ah! how joyona amst it be! 
Torrents check me, rudely ruaring, 

As belween 113 grün they roll, 
And their angiy biltows soaring 

Terrify my shudd'ring soul. 

There a bark ia floaUng lightl^, 

Ah! bnt ah! the helmsman fails; 
Fresh, onrafFled, gleamuig brightly ' 

Are the stead^, bteeze-fiird saib. 
Arm'd with faith, go, boldly, — dare thee, 

For the Gods will lend no haod, 
Only miracles can bear thee 

To Üie beaiiteons Wonder-land. 
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THE MAIDENS PLÄINT. 

The oak-vood nislles, the cloods conlract, 
A maiden sits on the shores green tract; 
The waves there are dashing wiÜi might, with might, 
And »he sighs aloud tu the gloom of night; 
Her eye with long weeping is dim. 

„ My true heart i» dead, and the world is drear, 
„And farther presenls not a wish, nor a fear; 
„Thou Holy one, call Ihen thy child from strife 
„For I have enjoy'd every joy of life, 
„I've liv'd, and have lov'd only him!" 

„ Tis idte, 'tis fooüüh to csit there and weep ; 
„For sorrowing wakes not the dfad from their sieep. 
„Yet aek what consoles and wfaat heals the rack'd breast 
„Wlien vailish'd love leaves it in bitter unrest, 
„ And I will not thy wishes oppos^e. " 
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„Pemdt me, permit me to Bit there and veep, 
„Tho' sonowing wake not the dead fn)m thör sleep. 
,,The dearest delight for the grief-strick'n breast 
„ yfben vanish'd lore leaves it in bitter unrest 
„Are love's own lamentationa and woes." 
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"PORGET ME NOT. " 

4 

There blaoraa a flow'r by yondet stream 
Bright as the pale Moon'a älv'ry light; 

It sheds »round a IialloVd gleun. 

Oh! read that flowr's sweet look arigbt! 

It sparkies like the Aether's blue, 
'Wben not a loit'ring clood is seen; 

It iH a Symbol firm and true, 

And teils the heart of what hath been. 

Devoid of guile, and like each star 

. That sweetly gleams from out thine ejes^ 
With ttoft and waming voice afar 
"Forget, forget me not," it cries! 

And whoi the tears of parting flow, 
Caird forth at Duty's stern decree. 
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If it shoiild 00 thy pathway grow, 

And sigh — "furget not — thiiilc of ine! 

M7 Bours enr^luring treasure, hear~ 

The voice that speaks from ev'r; leaf;- 
Its dropping dew — in Hiy sweet tear, — 
**Forget me not" — : ita ^gh of grief! 
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THE WANDEBBR'S NIGHT-LAY. 

I come from yonder cra^gy steep, 

While Ocean roars, the vatleyä aleep; — 

I vander on; — niy joy is r»t© — 
And ev'ry rfgh is asking — "where"? 

Alas! I fiad the San too cold — 

The blossoms faded, — Nature old; — 

Here ev'ry word is bnt a sonnd; — 
I feel 1 am on foreign gronnd. 

My pronus'd land, where art thon flown. 
Oft' BODght, deair'd — bat nerer known? 

Thou land, where smites Hope*3 brightest glow, 
Thou laad, where all my roses blow ! 

The land, my dreams have sought in vün, — 
Where all the Dead awake again; — 
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The laad, which speaks the words I kno«. 
And halh what fails me here below! 

I wander on, — my joy is rare, — 
And er'ry sigh is asUng "where?" 

And ev'iy breeze brings back the Boand — 
"Where thou art not,— thy joy is fonnd!"' 
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THE SOLITABY TEAR. 

What means Ihis solitaiy tear ? 

It ditns mine aching eye, 
And telU of times that still are dear 

To liBgeiing sympathy. 

It had a gliste^ing siaterhood; 

Not one is lefit behind; 
My joys and sorrows, like thör flood, 

Are mingled with the wind. 

llioBe ^es, — Iwo blue and Iwinkling Stars, • 

Like melüng clonds are gone; 
Which on my heart, 'mid Passion's jars, 

ÜVith amling radiance shone. 



My love itself hath found its bier, 
Blown like a breath away! 

Then flow, thou old, and lonely tear, 
To where ihy EÖülers lay. 
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FROM GRILLPARZER'S TRAGEDY OF 
SAPPHO. 

A COMPARISON BETWEEN MANS AND WO^ 
MAN'S LOVE. 

Who boasts himself not Ignorant of Ufe 

And pRssion, — man and wotnan, — luiows fnll well, 

Man's love muat ' not be measur'd hy the glow 

That »heda its fervour roond the heart of Wonian. 

Man's eager sool is ever quick to impolse, 

A ready glave to changeful destiny, 

Uncheck'd lie steps along life's open path 

Eocircled by the dawning glaace of hope; 

TVith strength and courage, as wHh swoni and shield, 

Ann'd for the strifes that promise glorjr's meed. 

The Heart's internal world of stiUness seems 

To him a thing too narrow and confin'd; 

His restless spirit strives with tliingü extemal. 

And if perchance he meets with Love, he stoops 

To cull the beauteouä flow'ret from the ground; — 

Possessing it — he feels a sort of joy. 

And plants it gaily on his heim beside 
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Ifia oiher brophies. — He can nerer know 

The still and mighty flame ihat Love awakea 

In Wuman's breast ; — how all her Bemg, — Thöughts, — 

Deäres, — revolve aronud Ihis ringle pomt! 

How all her Wishes, — like to unfledg'd birds 

Flott'ring in fear abont thdr parent neat, — 

Circle round Lore, — her cradle — and her grave! 

For Life with aU its varied scenes hang üke 

A jewel round the neck of newboni Lore! 

Man loves; bot in his ample boaom there 

Ib room for mnch bende mere love; and mach, 

WUch Woman deenu transgreaaion, he allows 

IGmself as frolic jest and joyons sport; 

And deems tümself entitled to a kiss 

Where'er he chance to meet it. Tis in tmth 

Not weit that so it is, — yet so it is. 
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GOD I\ A STORM. 

Thon .awTul one! who csn 'fore tliee 
And tby dread tbander stand? 

The Lord U mightj, and we Aee 
O'erwhelm'd at his command. 

He layä encamp'd in gloomy night, 
The trembliDg hations groan , 

And feil Destniction winga its flight 
From round his beamy throne. 

He wields, red-gtowing in lüs hand, 

The Ughtning of his ire, 
And poars his thunders o'er the land 

In one vast sea of fire. 

See trembling Nature recognize 

The Lord and his diailtün, 
White blaze around the wond'ring skies 

And the affrighted plün! 

30 
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Who tihall protect me — (loom'd to death, 
8hould He, who'dwelU above, 

And crumbles sj'stems in a breath, 
Not spare me in His love ? 

. We'have a good and pHying God, 

E'en while His anger glows, 
He nilfö US witli a sparing rod, 
The best friend Man e'ei know^. 



THE END. 
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